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| BEING A 
COLLBCTION, 


Of the moſt Favourite 


baits fag; 6s the Theatres — 0 
To which are added, * 
| The SONGS and AIRS in the 
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Alphabetically ſer, ſhewing * to fin 
2 SONG by its Begir * . 


As Porter Wil, along St. Paul's did mv 
Maid, 


Art thou aſleep, my 
Beho!d my brave Br itons the fair foriagiag gale, 3: 
Buſy, curious, thirſty Fly, 

Britannia, 


from her rocky Seat, 9 

Come, come, my dear Shepherds, &c.* I 

' Dear Chloe come give me tweet Kiſſes, 2 

- * "Diggencs, (url proud, _ i 
Derr Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind to my pain, 


ty Nymph and Shepherd, bring, 
K* — my Paſtora, no longer, &c. ; 
Pieair is the Swain, the Ermine white, 7 
J Fill your Glaffes, baniſh Grief, 

g. ey ee. 
H Nepizne when fit ke tout charge of 2 
; Hail Engand! Old England, &c. 1 
How lizie do the Landiwen know, - 
Hark ! away, tis the merry ten'd Horm, 
4 „e Life 


E Calliope ! deſcend, | 
* — . 


J 


2 288 1 


Ne that r 
If ever, O Hymen, you grant me a wiſe, 

In all the Sex ſome charms I find, 

I ſeek not at once in a Female to find, 

If Love's a ſweet Paſſion how caa it torment ? 
Is there a Charm, ye Powers above, 

. Leng had the French Navy with that of prvd 


Spain | 
Laſt time I ſaw my Chloe's eyes, a 
Lot me we NE 

ve's 2 'rous Paſhon, 
eg oy pra ' 
Let Conn EE &c. 


My fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
2 
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Make haſte, and away 
O Maar! ft in Feature 
On the white Cliffs 
O! my Naſlau, 2 
Puſh about the briſk Bowl, 
Peace in eee. 
Rail no more, ye learned Aﬀes, 
Swains I ſcorn, who (nice and fair) 
— and Flavia, every Hour, | | 
po Damen FH ſuppoſe — 
Since ev' — Grace, 
The World, FRY 
Tell me, Laſſes, 1 
To make the Man kind, &c... 
The Beau, — OS 
Tia a twelvemonth 
"The Foal thaais weal x 
Three Goddcfles, 
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Pa 
"Twas at the Gates of Calais, Hogarth tells, E 2 
The Virgin, when foften'd by May, 7 
The Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaft, 

Upon the coaſt of Argos rocky ſhore 

Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour, 3 
Vainly now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
When the Trees are, all bare, not a Leaf to | 


ſeen, I 
When all the ArTic Fire was fled, 19 
With Swords on their Thighs, &c. ; 
Where's my Swain, ſo blithe and clever ? 
Would you paint the charming Pair, 

When the nymphs were contending for . | 


= 
Well met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young ſwair } 


- When firſt my fond Damon Flavella had ſeen, 5 
Mei to her eur, kind gentle breeze, 5 
Why Celia this conſtant upbraiding, ; 
+ -* What means that tender ſigh, my dear ? 
' Whilſt on thy dear Boſom lying, 
- © What beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight! 
What care I for affairs of ſtate ? 
Ye thirſty ſouls who love to drink, 
Ye Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little things, 1 
Ye — Gree that make up this throng, 
Ye Mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex, & 
Ye ſhepherds and nymphs, that adorn the 


Ye critics above; and ye critics below, 
Young Molly who lives at the St of the Hill, 


2 e FN > 
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SONG rt. 


Fe apes Graneck To the Tune of hun. 


R T thou aſleep, my lovely Maid, 
Ariſe _ * the Serenade, 
Which thy Admier bringe. 

IF ;hou but deign'ft to hear my Lars. 
Aud that the happy Sound ſhall pleaſe, 


In Joy 3 


dd the Night's ſerene — 
'The Moon's retir'd, paler 9 ? 4 
The Hour too is les 


6 
1 


— 


At fight of thee, the Orbs on high 

Would blaſt the Clouds, and clear the Sky, 
And ſhew me more than Day: 

Thoſe gloomy Thoughts twould diflipate, 

My tender Feelings mitigate, 

And ev'ry Pain allay. 


A 
But Oh ! the Fates this Bliſs denies 3 
A balmy Sleep has clos'd her Eyes: 
"Tis but in vain to woo :=—— W. 
There's nought can ſooth my troubled Breaſt, * 
Nor aught can give my Paſſion reſt, 
My Jeffy fair, but you. 


Ah me, alas! what ſhall I do? Bu 
My Peace is flown, my Griefs renew ; | 
| How hapleſs is my Fate! ; L 
N 
B 


How fleet and volatile are Things, 
That have no ſource but human Springs? 
How ſhort liv'd is their Date ? 


May hov'ring Angels now deſcend, * 
And on thy peaceful Slumbers tend, 
| And diQate to thy Mind: 
How much I love, how much | burn, 
What Kindneſs you ſhould ſhew in turn, 
What Joys hereafter find. By T. R. 


SONG 2. 


I LL your Glaſſes, baniſh Grief, 
Laugh and worldly Cares deſpiſe, 
Sorrow ne er can bring Relief, 
from drinking may ariſe : 
- Why ſhould we with wrinkled Care, BD 
Change what Nature made ſo fair; | 
Drink and ſet your Hearts at reft, | 
Of a bad Bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged Wealth, 
Some to Honour do aſpire, - 


Pu = FT 


„7 — 


Give me Preedom, give me Health, - 
There's the Sum of my Deſire : 
What the World can more preſent, 
Will not add to my Content; 
Drink and ſet your Hear:s at reſt, 
Peace of Mind is always belt. 


Buſy Brains, we know, alas! 
Wich Imaginations tun; \ 
Like Sand in the Hour-glaſe, 

Turn'd and turn'd, and itill runs on, 
Never knowing when to lay, 
But uneaſy every Way ; 

Drink and ſet your Hearts at reſt, 

Of a bad Bargain make the beſt. 


Mirth when mingled with our Wine, 
Makes the Heart alert and free ; 
Let it hail, rain, ſnow, or ſhine, 
Still the ſame Thing is with me. 
There's no Fence againſt our State, 
Changes daily on us wait ; 
Drink and ſet your Hearts at reſt, 
Toping Souls are always bleſt. 


SONG 3 


Written by MF. Garxick, for the Comedy called | 
All in the Wrong, and fung at the Theatre Reya# 
in Drury-Lane. _.. 


E Critics above. and ye Critics below, | 
| Ye finer (pun Critics, who keep the Mid-row, * 
Oh. tarry one Moment, I fing you a roy, 
Shall prove that like us—You ate all in the Wrong, 
Sine Tantara rara, Wrong all, Wrong ally 
Sing fan'ara rara ail W rang. 1 
A "OM" 8 4 


| 141 

Ye Poets who mount on the fam'd winged Steed 

Of prancing, and wincing, and kicking take heed ; 

For when by thoſe Hornets, the Critics, you're 
ſtung, | / 

Ye are thrown in the Dirt—and all in the Wrong. 

Sing Tantara tara, &c. 


Ye Actors who act. what thoſe Writers have writ, 
Pray ftick to your Poet, and ſpare your own Wit; 
For when with your own, you unbridle yout 
Tongue, eg | 

Tu bold ten to anc—you are all in the Wrong. 
3 Sing Tastara rara, &c. 


Ye Knaves whq make News for the fooliſh to read, 

Who print daily Slanders, the hungry to feed : * 

For a you vou miſlead em, the News hunting 
throng, ' * 3 

But the Pillory proves—you are all in the Wrong. 

= pas, Sing Tantara rara, Ec. 


Ye gtave Politicians, ſo deep and ſo wiſe— 
With your Hums and your Shrugs and your uplifted 
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| E 
The Road that you travel is tedious and 2 
But I pray you jog on —you ate ali in the Wrong. 


Ye happy fond Huſbands, and fond happy Wives; 
Let never Suſpicions embicter your Lives; | 

Let your Danes by Tone, and your Faith be 
Wlo watch or who catch—they are all in tl 
* * Wrong ASL 4 . 


Sing Tantara rara, & 


; Na — — BU — = 


en | 
Ye unmarried Folks, de not bought or be Cid. 
Let Age avoid Youth, and young ones the old 
For they II ſoon get together, he young 2 
young 


And then r in the 
Wrong. 
Sing Tantara rar, &c. 


Ye Soldiers and Sailors, 2 have ſou 
Who Honour and Glory, and Laucels — 


brought, | 
. 
E · 


e in the 
Sing Tantara rare, Ac. 


Ye Judges of Taſte, to our Labours be kind ; . 


Our Errors are a gy or be blind ; ' 
— — — 1 


And our Note we will — 
＋ * 


Right. 
Tantaravara, all, 
Es Tome ages ih 


SONG 4 


Gunty of Dublin. wn December the 206, 1744 | 
| To the Tune of Sheela-ne-Gira. | 

* a while to wy" - 
Marre Fm ſare cungat fat 


$48 ets 
"Tis of Lads and of Horſes, and Dogs that ne'er 


nre. 
Oer Stone-walls and Hedges, thro' Dale, Bog and 
Briar. 
A Pack of fuch Hounds, and a Set of ſuch Men, 
"Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with again ; 
Had Nimrod, the mightieſt of Hun“ ers been there, 
'Foregad, he had ſhook like an Afpen tor tear. 


In ſeventeen hundred and forty and four, 

* 'The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more, 
At five in the Morning, by moſt of the Clocks, 

Wie rode from Killruddery in ſearch of a Fox; 

The * Landlord, the brave Owen 

ay, 

And Adair, fare, was with us that Day ; 

To Debill, Hall Preffon, that Huntſman fo ſtout, 

Dick , = few others, and ſo we ſet our. 


Me euſt off ou for an Hour or more, 
When Wants ſet BÞ = moſt tuneable Roar; 
Hark to Munten, cry'd Jo, and the reft were not 


flack, 
For Wantor's no Trifle, eſteem'd by the Pack. 


4 


eee readily in, 


every Hound join'd in the muſical Din: 


, 


>» TT >= — 2 


Had Dias been there, ſhe'd been pleas'd to the lif 
And one of the Lads got a Goddeſs to Wife. © 


Ten Minutes paſt nine was the Time of the Day; 
When Renard broke Cover, and this was his Way 
As ſtrong from Killeager, as tho he could fear 


None, | 
Away be bruſh'd round by the Houſe of Nil. 
To Corrich-exiae ; . ry wood the 
Steep Shankbill he climb d and to BE len: 


A 
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Bray Commons he crofs'd leap'd Lord Angieſea's 
| Wall, | Y 
d | And ſeem d to ſay, © Little I value you all.“ 


| 


n,| He ran up Braſ":-grove, to Carbery Byrn's 

Te Debill, Hall Preflon, kept leading by turns ; 
The Earth it was open, yet he was fo (tour, ; 
Tho' he might have got in, yet he choſe ta 

out. | 7 
| To Malpas high Hills, was the Way then he flew, 
At Dalkez-/lone Common we had him in view; 
He drove on by Moc t, through Shrub Glan. 
And fo on to 3 Lawry grew 
weaty. a 


Thro Mp Wood, like an Arrow be 
d, 8 Is. 

„ And dud the ſteep Hills of Dalla at laſt; 
There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the Sea, ; 
And ſaid in his Heart, ſure none dare folldw me: 
But ſoon, to his coſt, he perceiv'd that no Bounds, 
Could ſtop the Purſuic of the ſtaunch mettled 
- Hounds; h 
His Policy here_did nat ſerve him a Ruſh, 
Five couple of Tartars were hard at his Bruſh. 


To recover the Shore, then in was his driſt, 
| Bur os be conticonch to the im of the Clifr,. 
He found both of Speed, and of Cunning a lack, 
_ Being way-laid, and kill'd by the reſt of the Pack: 
5 At bis n the Lads that 
p ve ung, : 

Save Lawry, who riding « Garran, was flung : - 
Thus ended at len u © moſt delicate Chaſe, 1 
Niete nnd ren dances pace. 


We 


„, 


- 
* 


D. 
'We return'd to Killruddery' 7 Board. A 
Where dwells Hoſpitality, Truth and my Lord ;fTi 
aa” the Chaſe, and we toalted the 

th, 
Of the Man chat av'er_vatied for Places or | T1 
ealt | 
Owen Bray baulk'd a Leap, ſays Hall Preflon, Tl 
© "twas odd, | 
'T was ſhameful, cry'd — by the great liviog 
G_—_— 


Said Preffon, I holloo'd, 5 Get on tho' you fall, 
Or u leap over you, your blind Gelding and all.” 


Fach Glaſs was adapted to Freedom and Sport, F. 
For Party Affairs, we conſigu d to the Court; + 
hee ora = &akhen, a 
C.. igbt. 5 
Ia gay flowing Bum and ſocial Delight: ; 
Then, will the next meeting, bid farewell exch | 
| Brother, 

So ſome they went one Way, 1 and ſome vent 


As Pharbut befriended our earlier roam, 
So Luna took care in conducting us home. 


SONG ; 


9 Ag of bis Majeſty's | 


By « young Gentlemes 24 
ET France no more vaunt, but let Britain 
now ſmile, 


Our Troops they hank conquer'd, and taken 
| ! We' 


We'll conquer them fill, and till Vic ry purſue, 
Tin thole Tyrant in nature we Pena Arey = 


n, Ee. 


or Thoſe meagre fac'd Dogs, * they el 
0 our Coaſt, 


threaten'd 
Their Troops and Flat Bottoms yhey loudly did 


| boaſt; ; 
But let them advance, Boys, we'll eu them fuch 


| Play, 
Il, As Hawk tid Cooflans, in the Bay of Biſcay. 


* 
Brave Hodſon and Keppel with joy let us toaſt, 
t. For * Commanders, but England, cas 


Ee And Sith that great Hero of Fame and Renown, 
Who their Forts and their Battries did _— 
the Ground. | * 


h = 
| «See Britain ſtill reaping fred 6 | 
Pondicherry has fall a to their Forces a Prey; 

So now we have conquer'd the Eaſt ad the Weſt, 
We'll march into France, let Monkieu: do his belt. 


When Tempeſts and · Storms all the Fleet did 


— | 
And hop'd thas our Grand Expedition might il. 
Mtn, who out Lally, their Fleet's dave tal 


n 


But tho' Fortune them ſavour d, their 
| did not hit, p 
For poor Lally at laſt was oblig'd ro ſubmit. 


Now let us this laſt ſignal Vi&'ry impute, 

Under God, to the glorious, the great Culc 
Cote: | 

And Thanks let us render for theſe Gifts c 
Heaven, | 

To Britain's great Monarch ſo amply given. 


Smile then, gentle Peace, on our Iſle thus victo- 
rious, 

And ſoon ſhall our Sailors and Soldiers, all glo- 
rious, 

Wich richly laden, return to their Wives, 

To ſpend the Remainder of their happy Lives. 


To the Bottle and Glaſs, let us quickly repair, 
And drown in good Wine all dull Sorrow and 


Care, 
And toaſt each Commander who's honeſt and juſt, 
Undauated, unbribed, and ſtill firm to his Truſt. 
= SONG 6: 
ARK! away, 'tis the merry-ton'd Horn 
Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn : 


© the Hills and the Wood-lands we fieer, 
'To unharbour the out lying Deer. | 


And all the Day 88 5 * | 
rs our 
Still holloing and following, ſo frolick and 
| ; 1 


» 
1 


A 
1 
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1G Our Joys know no Bounds while we're aſter the 
Hounds; 
No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


{Round the Woods when we beat how we glow! 
| White the Hills they all echo, hillo! 

With a Bounce from the Covert he flies ; 

o Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 

And all the Day lang, &c. 


When we (weep o'er the Vallies,” or climb 
>= | Up the health breathing Mountains ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel! . 
= | Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the Day long, &c: 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 
Then we all go holloing home, 
With hallo, holto, and huzza ! 
Reſolving to meet the next Day. 


And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 
Still leiter ad following, ſo frolick and 
B . 
on Jer: tame as Bounds while we're after the 

Hounds ; 
No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


SONG 75. 


HILST on thy dear Boſom lying, 
Celia, who can ſpeak my Bliſs, x 


Who, the I'm enjoyi 
When thy balwy Lips | Bf 


Ev'ry Look with love inſpires we, 
Ev'ry touch my Boſom warms ; 

Ex' ty melting murmur fir2s me, 
Ev'ry Joy is in thy Atuis. 


Thoſe dear Eyes how ſoft they langaiſh, 
Feel my Heart with Rapture beat, 
Pleaſute tutus aimoit io angurfh, 
When the 'Traniport i lu [weet. 
Look not fo divinely on me, 
Cena ] ſhall dic with Bliss, 
Yer, yet turn thaſe Eyes upon me, 
" Who's not die a Death like this! 


SONGS. 
On the Marriage ACT. 


H E Fool that is wealthy is fure of 2 Bride 
For Riches, like Fig-laves, theit Nak 
* nels hide: 
The Slave tþat is poor muſt ſtarve all his Life, 
In a Bachelor's Bed, without NMittrefs or Wife. 


T! 


Bi 
rs N of yore, they ne'er troubled than g 


, 
In ſettling of Jointures, or making of Deeds; 
But like Adam and Etre, at firſt Intercoutſe, 
Ken took one another, ſor bettet for waile. 


1 
Then pr'ythee, dear Ce, ne er aim to be gre A 
Let Love be thy Jointure ; ne'er mind an Ettate 
You can never be pour, who have all 1 

Charms; * 
0 


; 
And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in wy Arms. 
| SON 


* 1 J * F* 
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Abbazss 1 the Lapies. Sung at Ranelagh. 


E Belles and ye Flirts, and ye pert little 
Things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, 
Pray tell me f;om whence this indecedcy. fprings, 
The Sexes at = tu con!ound ? 
What means the cock d Hat, and the maſculine 
Arr, 

With each Motinn defign'd to perplex? 4 
right Eyes were intended to languiſb, not ſlare. 
And 1 Teſt of your Sex————doar 
Gir 


And ſoftneſs the Tel of your Tap. 


re Girl] who on Beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry Art to het Aic ; 


The boſom diſplay'd, and the Perticoars hort, 
Are Samples the gives of her Trade : | 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently fmiles, 
* And whom Pride has preſerv'd trom the ſnare, 
Show's fly attack us, with Coynefs and Wies. 
Not with open and inſolent * Girls. 
Not with, ty &c. 


The Venus. whoſe State delights all Mankind, | 
Shrinks modeſtly back froq; the View, * 

And kindly ſhou'd feem, by the Artiſt delign'd, - 
To — as a Model for vou. 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Ty 
Nor venture too much to reveal: 

| One Fancies will | paint what you covey with Cart, 


le 


[14 ] 
And double each Charm you conceal——fweet 
Girls. . 
And double, &c. ; 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure: 

Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll 

| Pe 

And our ire is ſolid, and ſure: 

But if, Amazon like, you attack your Gallants, 
Aud put us in fear of our Lives. i 

Ycu may do very well for Siſters or Aunts ; 

Believe 1 never be Wives poor 

Believe me, you'll never be Wives, 


SONG 10. Is the Winter's Tale. 


come, my dear Shepherds, our Flocks 
ü we malt ſhear ; 

In your Holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of Folks are the guiltlets and free ; 
And who are fo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we ? 


Wi harbour no Paſſions by taught; 

We practice no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught: 

What we _ our Hearts you may read in 
cur Eves, 


For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe.” 


* By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led: 

But we as the Children of Nature are bred; 
By our Hands alone we are painted and drelt : C 
For Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in the 


Breaſt. 
That 


it Giant, Ambitiez, we never can 

Dur Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head: 

parent and ſweet Chearfulgeſs ofen our Door ; 

_ with the Simple and feel with the 
oor. 


Nhen Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal; 
Like the Flocks that we feed ale the Paſſions we 
feel ; . | 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, - * 
And leave to fine Folks to deceive and betray. 


SONG nt. Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſet. 


| AST time | ſaw my Cn oz's Eyes, 
As uſual firſt our Talk was love ; 
t ſuddenly as Topicks riſe, 
So we to other Subjects move : 
3'{1 aſt'd if ſhe had din d, on what, 
. nought with us — is, 
to my Queſtion anſwer'd pat, 


« | Now could you think I'm jealous grown, 
Jadeed it's true as | am here; 

But yet on me ſhe ne'er did frown, 

a | © Then Rival I've no need to fear; 

Yer ſtill alas! twould pierce my Breaſt, 
If aught I've done amiſs is; 

To make with ber another Feaſt. 
On Bread and Cheefe, and Kiſfes. 


Come, Thy. God of nuptial Band, 
And light to bymeneal Bliſ: ; a 

I have a Heart, | have a Hand, 

A Dowry good, Ii! give her theſe. 


1 16 J RW... 

FVhat is more choice, than Truth to give, . IF 

To that all Wealth amiſs is; * | 
Paſſeſs'd of her, content Id live = | 


SONG 12. Lazy Jjounrr. 


HERE's my Swain fo Nithe and clever ? 
Why dye leave me all in ſorrow ? 
'T hrge whole Days are gone fat ever, 
Sinct you ſaid yow'd come Tomorrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with Looks fo bone: 
Love has firing Wings | wr | know, 
Nat for lingering jaa Jebany. 
Whet can he be now a doing ? 
Is he with his Laſſes maying ? 
He had better herg be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing ; 
Tell me truly where he's roviag, 
That I may no longer ſortow ; 
I he's weary grown of loving. 
Let bim tell me fo 'I'--:norrow. 
Does ſomę fav/rite Rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy Creature, 
PII not p'ague myſelf to chive thee, 
Nar dilpute with her a Feature. 


— 


EA» <2 OM r 


But I can't; gor will not tar: > 
Not will hurt myſelf with 83 J 
I may loſe the Time to marry 


If I wait beyand To-morrow. | 
Think nor, Shepherd. thus to brave me, 
If Fm your' b ayyay no longer; 
If you won't another Il have me, 
I way cool, but not grow louder. | » 


* | 
IF your Lovers, Girls, forfoke ys, 

Whine not in Deſpair and Sorruw | 
Bleft another Lad niay make ye, 


Stay fur none beyond To mofrow. 
SONG 13. Anton and Warren. 


ONG bed the French Navy with that „ 
proud Hain, 
Infulted our Conſts ahd rode Lords of the Main f 
Look'd into our Ports wich a ſhow to invade, 
Our Caſt les defy'd, and half ruin'd our Trade ; 
Brintunie ame d at this figihal Diſgrace; 
Vents awful a figh and in Clouds veils her Face; 
But rouz'd on het Naval Sons fixes her Eyes, 
And bids with a ſmile rwo lov'd Admirals riſe: 
Cuo. „ N Warren your Bumpers liſt 
4 
They'li chaſethe French Squadromabeneath ir 
| 7. 


O'erjoy'd they ſail forth and come tp with the Foes 
Determin d like Britons to ſtrike a buld Blow ; | 
Nor heedful of Order they in Courage coofide, ' 
The beſt Line of Battle's thund'ring Br _ 
3, 
. Ditralioocnd Wonndof 7 
Diſabled the” French to our Croſs Homage pay, 
And dragg 2 — in triumph, thus crown the 
tam 
Cno. To dye and Warren your Bumpers life bigh; * 
They'll chaſe the French Squadrons, &c. 


So Ruſſell and Blake bid our Sex Lions rogt, 
We Shadow appearing adm d ev'ry Shore, * 


4 


* 

In warring on Ocean 6ur Wiſdom's beſt own,. 
in Spirit the Navy, then Trade's all our own ; 
To him who his Thunders at Cape Brotes hurl'd 

To him a new Drake who encompaſs'd the World 
May our Liege flouriſh long, may his Arms hund 1 


dle France 


Ye Seraphs, O ſhield and direct William's Lance.| £ 
Eno. To d and Warren your Bumpers hi 


6 high, 
They * the French Squadrons beneath ev 
7. 8 . . 


SONG 14 Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Elia 


HEN all the Ar ric Fire was fled, 
And all the Roman Virtue dead, 

Poor Freedom leſt her Seat! | 

Popr Freedom left her Seat! ' 

The GoTrrc Mantle ſpread a Night, 9 

That damp'd fair ViIxrus's fading Light, 

The Muſes loſt their Mate ! 

The Mules loſt their Mate ! 


Where ſhould they wander? What new Shore, 
Had * 1 ＋ left in 1 
- To this ! 
: To this, OP | 
» : Soon the Pannasstax Choir was heard, 
' Soon Viartur's facred Form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here ! 


Aad Freedom, &c. 


* R. 109 b — 
Tbe lazy Monk has left his Cell ; © 
Religion ringe her ballow'd Bell; 

4 She calls thee now by me! 

14 She calls, &c. 

1 Hark ! bark! bak! her ſweet Voice all plaintive * 


See! fee! ſee! ſhe receives a thouſand Wounds, | 
If ſhielded not by thee ; 0 
If ſhielded not by thee. 


SONG n;. The Winter Scene. 


Gag & Ae. Jagger. 


HEN the Trees are all hare, not « Leaf | 
And the Meadows their Beauty have loſt; | 
When all Nature's · dĩſtob d - of ber Mantle of | 


And > Rivers cheat tee iu; 
When the Peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering wich | 


Cold, 
Whilſt bleak the Winds blow, 
e,| And the innocent Flocks flide away to their Fold, 
With their Fleeces all covered with Snow. 


bas + when the Cattle are fodder with d 
w, 
And ſend up their Breath like « desc. 


n 


Flakes of Ice which are froze on her Cream z 
Where the ſweet — An Roſe, 
Oft falls as ſhe cacele 
. 5 
, 


U 


Where te Ls cad th Laſs i Company ji A 


| When the Birds to the Barn-door are ho ting fot 


„ = Wi =). ha. 
Alarms. 


A] ET VEIN their Children | 


And with Raptures on each other gaze, 

Talk i and Faities; that ride on 
I 

. And of Ghoſts till they're all in Amate 5 


Food. 
Or filently fir on the Spray, 
And the poor timid Hare in vain ſeeks the Wood 
L:it ber Foor-ſteps her Courſe ſhould betray. 


I 
Heav grant in this Seaſon it may be my Lot, 
With the Loſs that | love and admire, - 

the Ificles hang from the Eve of my ns 
We, may hirber in Safety retire ; 


een n r 


N We may live #nd each other 
In 9 with. Pl. aſute on 


Which Poſſeſſion never can cloy. | 


ih 


SONG 16. Sing by Signera Fraſi. 
rn 6s jak This te 


n 
LS 


| | Ye Tyeunts, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How the r 
our 

— ſhe's fair, and as HexcuLss ftrong.. | 


She's the Queen of our Mirth, and the Joy of 


| our Son 

To Liberty raile up the high chearful Strain, | 

Fill the Goblets around ta the Lords of the Main; 
mag Wey: raiſe the high chear- 
Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Maio, 
Fill the Goblets, &c. 

n around to the Lords of 


Eliza is Qeen, and her brave 
Elias ecke eee, 


Eliza is Queen, &c. . 
Shall drive each lavader, &c. K * 


SONG N. Sung by Signera Frak. 


n Ke 

air Nymphs were 

A Night they went ee Re | 

And they trargpy ſung thro” he Nap. 
! what a Scene myſt 

1 Muſt the ſweet rutal Paſtimes : 


ms = the Taber no more firike the | 
„ Shall the Dance on the Green be no more ? 


rr 
| Muſt the —.— . 


Cry 
be all ſcatter'd around ? 
fick of her Tides ? 


Mat the Aurs 

Aud mall Commracs grow 
+ Mu@tRaiicion 

Aud ſhall Visros 


SONG 18. NumBzaLEss Kissns. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


23 1 ; 


SONG 19. 


AlL no more, ye learned Alita, 
Againſt che Jarathe Bowl — 

Sound irs Depth, and fill your Glaſſes, 

- Wiſdom at the Bottum hes. 


* 


Fill them higher fill, and higher, 
Shall our Draughts the Brain, 
Sipping quenches all our Fe, 


Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the Scene for Mirth and Pleaſe, 
Enter „ and Joy z 

We for have ao leiſure, 
Manly — 


Since in r 
We'll the 


And when Death hull drop K. — Ix 
With Applauſe we'll quit the Stage. - 


SON G 20. Friendfbip: By Mr. Jagger. 


HE World, my dear Mv, is full of deceit, 

And e Jewel we ſeldom can 
How doei |: ſeem that in ſearching zoned, 

This ſource of Content is fo rare to be found. 


24 1 
But empty Deluficns, the Joys of an Hour, 
— But empty Deluſions, e. 


How much to be prix d and eſteem d is a Friend Hie. 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend, | 
Our Joys when extended will always increaſe, 
And Griefs when divided are huſh'd into Peace: 
When Fortune is ſmiling what Crouds will appear 
|, Their Kinrineſs to offer and Friendfoip fincere : 
3 and point out Diſ4® 


No looger to court you they eagerly preſs. | 
SONG 22. . J. James. . 


q * thirſty Souls who love to drink, 
And turn the Bottle round, 
Who ne er have any Time to think, 
When Bumpers can be found ; 
In ftrong Conjunction let's , 
Now Ba leads the Van, 


With Gaiety and Mirth ; 
To fix us nobly great, 

Let us enjoy it ev'ry Hour, 
And leave the reſt to Fate. I 
And leave the reſt to Fate. | 


| 


' * 


He. O this is the only 


. Then pr hes make no Deley, ay Daw, 


Pray come 


Day, my Life, 

O this is the oply Day ; 

Til draw him afide, | | 

While you throw the Gates wide, 
And then you may ſteal away. 


make 
„ 


o 
- 


/ 


0 


\ 
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J ˙4 
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171 | 
—— Hoocur as Trexties ts break ; | 
Tis thine to revenge when that Honour's at ſtake 3 
Then now riſe ye Brave! draw the Sword point 
And bid the bold Cannon roll Thunder to France. 
And bid the bold Cannon toll Thunder to France. 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, Oh! ye Britons, to Con- 


| The Trumpet of Vietry's uplifted for you. 

Hark, Truth ſpeaks, Heroes prevail, 

The rouz d Engliſh Lion A 

* Oh France, its own Fate will de- 
© — ke Led end Sens z 

And wide o'er the Main ſhall the Britifh fly, 


To force that ſubmiſſion which Pride would deny. 
Huzza, &c. ws 
Britannia rejoices your Ardour to 

My Sons, 4d ſhe cries, WOO | 


| Ne Galle lenses Alliaace explece, 
— ag. ob». 7 » WORE 


before, 
And Triumph, theſe Truths to all Nations hall 
1 Ocean 8, and George is our King. 
oy * 
5 SONG 25. h . Popely. 


» e 
Wee = vile or at leaſt born ca mary ae, 


\ 


ud 


He'd have thought better c, and inſtead of 
Wands on flf'd the vaſt Ocenn with g 


Would have fill'd the yaſt Ocean, &c. TP, 
m waiting chop wail dave lags on a} 


r 
— — ie 4 


With double the Fleafure is Theben Lap. 
ye nn of bh Ran, apd thus heated wi 


; how glorioully Phabus would tine 

hat vaſt Exhalatiogs be d draw up on high, 
To relieve the poor Earth as it wanted ſupply. 
whea left with ſuch Wi 

a e 2. mn 


fill 'em again ; 
Nay even the | 
Might jur 


who bas ne er a 
ape aig 


the Air, a3 they play on the Wi * 
but bp, would eternally fiog. oy. 


— 4 
Stars who I think don't to incline, 

Nould friſk and rejoice at the Pm of the Wine 3 

merrily twinkling would ſoon let us know, 


they were as happy as Mortals below. 

1 e 
Du ts ring. ne” 

"SA Pox then op rr 

Fro flip like a Fool, fuck « fortunate Hour. 


$ONG 26. 


She's the only Girl for me. | 
In whoſe lovely Form we find 
* 's courteous, all that's kind ; 
From affected Vapours free ; 


39 
Wiſe and virtuous, fair and free ; 
_ Brighteſt Be/la Thou art the. 


SONG 27. 1 af 
© 3 27 Ae a ns « 


LEXIS, a pretty young Swain, 
To court me comes many a Mile ; 
I bid him make haſle back again, 
Tho' I wiſh him to ſtay a great while. 
With all by which Love is expreſt, 


He fiud es my Heart to beguile ; 
I wiſh him Sycceſs | preceſt, | 
But I tell him he'll wait a great while, 


For l love him to talk a great while; 
I think ſock ſweet things be has ſaid, 

My Coynefs ac lad he will ſpoil ; 
when he once aſks me to wed, 


Oh! Tü ut live 8 Maid a great While. 4 
| . =. a 


I 
\ 
k 


* 1 


=_ * 


SONG 28. 
Var is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
To refit the tender Dart ; 
For move us never ; 


We feel to know the ſmart : 
When the Shepberd ſwears he's dying, 

And our Beauties ſets to View ; 
Vanity, her Aid fu | N 


$ C 


produce, and for Battle prepare. 


% 


unſuſpected Stoke. 
Fell me, L bave you tes. 
| duch = one trip o'er the Green ? 


« * 


0 ** i 
y * 4 4 \ 5 : N 
bf % = %y = * 5 - 1 
1 


. 
1 


Where the God | 


| Heart's upreme „„ | 
Tomes tet ber ling the Boy : + 


-  Fellme, Laiſes, have „„ 
K O G '34 Th Qutzn of Mart.”  / 


* 
* — = 4 
— 8 : = , * 3 H . 6 * 4 4 
- „ 
H. anne 
= & „ 
, 5 mm * - x 


Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, © 
F How ie the Ha, * -- 
C ͤ ²˙¹ Hour. _ 


"T3 1 
Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 

Soon he drops his languid Head: 
From the Role her Purple flies, 
| None inviting to her Bed, 
None, &c. . 
Such, tho” now fo ſweet and gay, | 2 
r 2 
Such, tho” now, &c. 


Tho” thow art a rutal Queen, 


By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beautv. like the vernal Green, 


quickly bleſs the Yourh, , 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth; 

Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 

Who deſerves thy — and Truth. 

Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 


A SONG 35- 
. Ser by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


un ago, nay, perh — 
they are twain, 


; Since Thyrßs pegleRed the Nymphetor the Plain 
And would tempt me 2 walk wakes r 


hear bim 
1 4 


Jen ag Friendſhip ſoon grew, to 


In wy heart 72 Love, in the Youth rws 
fame ; | | %- 


HF Ie. Conteſt and 
| ide 
& But who, e. 


Y Boi Prodence ſoon whiſper'd us, te _ 
* — and « Tongue ther wi elf; 
* And « Flame, without Foituuc's rich (zit on 

6 — ſcorn, and a Mother — 

bd - | | 


id of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, * = 
'we promiv to think of each dther no. more, 
Jr to tatrry. with Paticace, a Scaſon more kinds 7 


! pur the dear Shepherd quite ou: of zny N. 
>] put, &c. + | 


* nie 
Srows deaf to all Centure, and will be repaid. | 
ve * 6 for 2 eh quit not your 


ondema the God Capi but bleſp abe fond Ex. 
the God pia: * — 


80 N 36. Chi noble Ch . 


F HE Ress, with his delicate Womenith Face, 
Whoſe Merit all lies is s Feather and Lace; 
| Proud, the. Iramoral, the Coward, the Vein. 


To 
A 


do an deem. ** 4 


* 
„bo : 
- — « 
* 
: L houghts une and renders _ 
8 . K „„ 
5 . — [4 od 
SY 4 1 4 = » hb "04 p Fa 2 po wy £ ih * «4% - 


Vows you're warks. apt Love is" 
My Heart, witch cennte 5X: 


SONG 38. The Rover, 


N all the Sex one Cheng I find ; 
Los Hy ne 
RU = 
The fair, the ſhart, the 
In Omis Ferrers, mot ſevere, 8 
1 d out a long, lng Your” 5 ** 
as 2 32 


J 


et at — 4 
And, fwore that Love wes endleſs Pain, 2 


1 
E = 
” * 
* „1 
1 g * 
* „ 4 


With N ore, of faves Hae, 
Tourg — n 
lives in youder Valley, . 
That lives, &c. 
Then Cupid threw mother Suunte. 
8 — | 
\ 1 „ "A 


Adorn'd with 8 ce blicks andy 

My roving Meare from Boadage ſprung, 

— Heart of yielding * 
bis Heart of yielding Metal, 


Lk 3 


; Sung by Mr. Beard, is the Fair Quaker of Death 
LF OW hinke do the Landwen know 


Of what we Sailors feel, 
Wares do 


—— — | 
, „ \ 80 NG Wes x 
1,3425 
22 Deſtioy brings you. 
| Teh Hin frm · .f. 
_ were. 
CM | 7 | 
: The Arts which prattie'd feſt 
4 mh mn og vi ik ne | 
EO 
F Let the Hook fill be 
zr 
Don 'd he fancy another, upbraid aphraid not big Flemgy + 


Ta reproach bim is never the r 
4 than 


ö | b. 


Good Seals in to them) what « Face Ban — 
R think ic Weir | 


{bond rh of your Judgment, compar | 
ha 
gion, ihe. 


LL das. mitny- . * 


yeuvy 
Werder 
94122 of — 
Then fright to | the-Nymph 
e 
N lk 


* 
==... 


—=——X 3 

3 alone it is true, 

But 2222 tao; 

And if you could like (now the Syn be 19k 
Heart) . 

Such x S:wtetheart es me, we never would gn. . 


| Ob! that = king Word, 64d the Stepherde 


Fe often heard fay, there's no minding you Men; 
You'll tay atid untay, and you'll Qarter, tis grue 3 
Then leave © youny Marks ae fiſt TN 

you do, ©. 1 


Oby — wile Sicis x 
To prove what | ſay, I will a be 
To-morrow the id litthe bin) 


ö * l 


-—+* » + —- 


m wen . abs a 


n _... Hel be fure were wed: 

| fag hey Slit, A. — g 

oy Now \ . 

3 986-4 4. in tbe Chis. ; 
&£ # KCL 5 


| ene FARTORA LAUKA.” | 


r 2 ha * ; :0} lh 


rn a Bray 


- 
© > 


E 


know thet my Petſen i charming, 


what a Clown can 


. 


q args 

Swain un he eites Wife, 
Forke pry Te Rik 
ph ah 


I Nee 


- 
2 z 
— 


Bricain, linke Rivals of 2 
r 


Lavnas 


| Ye Youths, per wag bu the Frowns 
Tis yours to rebeve. e add tand: Care ;. 


Then ſors w their Rah Asen lend, ih 
a den kee you'e horn | 


u wy &c. 
For thi Hooour and Faick we- 


4 OO IE N 
the Truth ku n + © 
7 believe the was and Tim fare fie ras Far: . 
Dr Goodneſs and C ina! 1 


nn 1 "= 
But dhe the could 
i pace a Pia « 


FF LL. 


[a1 
ag 


ee 222 22 
But in Wine 1 


For the looger I drink, 0 rh 


5 


py 


Ene bee nnd Hilary, prove * 

+ The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals. in love: , 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival conte 

I Forthe more we love Liquoc, the more We ans T 


- Friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the of Life, 
With Narſes, and Babies, and Squalling Jo 22 
But my Wine 2 —— 


And s big belly d Bottles a mighty good Thing. | 


8 ſhorten our Days when with Lowe we engage 


on Diſeaſes, and haſtens old 
= ine from 11 
And keep out Cother Leg, when there's we in | 


. Perhaps, bke her Sex, „ 
2 t an Eftate, ors Lord: 


Title 
| Will Band by me, etw: 
Then let 


Chloe es longer 1 
She's rid of ber Lover,- and I of my Pain: © JT 
Far in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy : 
Would you doyhe what | fox, rakes Hymper aud [7 


op. | 1 


— 


s 0 N % 


— r 49 * 
SONG 45. 3 
Us ont the bein Bowl, twill enliven the 
i © While — the Graſs: | 
$ The Lover, who walks of his SuF rings red sn, | 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Als, xo Aſs. © 
. . | 
The Wiekeh wha foe | kis il gown Palf, 


fr 


The Bean ; who | & fwerr wth e | 


; aa wand | 

| And thinks with e Wl the Par | 
Deſeryes to'be reckog's on Als. . | 

Deſerves, &c. 


| The Merchant from Climate to Climate will © 


EE 
Gap the Here on Or fn hy te = I 
Claps the Horns, &c. 


{The 
With ee well ones wth I 
he pockets your F 


: | Tho! be talks to no Py 
Therf you, my e n 
| X = 


wy > a0 th, CMP YA CRT PART. 


> And if one 


ſpark 
ton 


| O! lan 


— 
ty 


_$ONG, . 


- 
- 
* 


. „ - 


to Love. 


i a N 
commend, 


but cool as a Friend : 


not Paſſion, his Ragtares gid 


anger to Love. 


her Air and ber Mien 


Mind he alone did 
Lover, 


beſt my food Damon Fla ven. 
arded 


ſeen, 


\ © move, 
Aud he boaſted his Heart was a Str 


_ And he doaſted his Heart was a 


f 


He 
The 
> From F 


3k 
= @s more. os was 


dull, . 
_—— 'Y 
e of ollen ding forbids him to — * 

wanden a wülin Examgle to prove, | 
— with W ee Love 3% 


* 0 


- 


[ an" | 
SONG 48. — . 


7 HY Gals this confiant uphraid a 

| aig 2p — 4 = 
Gentle Looks = ol. - more perſuating |» 
I * 1 caged rota .Y 
your tf ſwear F was joking, I 
” When | forc's from . Kiſs ; 
Phhaw, my Dear, this is i» monkrems provoging, 
To take fock s Till Gmila. | 


| Areviy yeang Gulf i Town 
—— 1 — no obe Failing ? | 
day green Gown; 
Los Hs rep any þ —— 
The Frotick you had wich young V. 
Or when you with Philande? were ficting, | 
| And wippiig it over the Hill. | 


* Nr 5 

1 — by wiltalle, | | 

Upper fear ex $f yoo were pet, fing, 
with Tom gt the Wake. 

N may. |Chidd, cam cap you ſap that I do lye, - | 

| ak Hedge en the Mow you were den; 

| Where were you the Ninenenth of Fu 

I eee Bars 


8 
1 — this E 


ie an jor 


eee Wer 
| r = E 
' Than we , wh, & Pulirics 87 3 
Eftape the Snares laid for the 


of Natuge + | 
| 11 ur: 5 
| Ne Monk bag te gem, 7 0 * 
f ill we die. R 
be. WS... Pg 5 


Tien ed 

2 | TOW 

SY FER "ab eta 
LI” „ v7 


| Spare your Wit for « Moment indfift tomy af 
n would novexpes here, my Wir ſhalt 8 


| Aud, whats mare range, ev'ry Wort ſhalt 


* 7. . all, Track ally | : 
46 Sing Tamaravara, Truth Ml. * - fr 3 


| Nots Tey i e 
Nee! — | 


The Ladies alone will yay for wt Sll; 
þ For, i will dear "me, cheis Tougyes 


Sing Tae. mute all, n " "4 
| Thatour Reyls are ſcorn's by the gras and 
"Bier lea De ite Lf 


a 


- 
Y * 


1 


4 


— W D * 
L. ch Miortal' a diſ gui d, $ad the e 
| | Sing Tentaramans, . r 


1 | 
BY be comes to the Tryal, be fol is Bs Part 
And prover that his'Eooks were but D D 
Heart. * 
Sing Tantararars, Maſke aft, ae Uh: ry 


po SIR: ax 
e | og f 


| Xt _ all Diferace: © L * 
T r 


e eee re. 
y [rye e —.— 
* * x -e 


d ſhew ee ee 


>» 


With an outfide-of Vows, Miſe Squenmikh, | . 4 
1 n if you ſpeak, you 
(25 ie, ad he's co, 1 ber Bloſſoms 
. 
3282 Maſs all, &c. 
With « grove Mak of VWikdam, foy Phy | 
I your Caſe cheres ns four, in your Cauſe there's? 
” Til Death und the Judge bee decreed, they look 


3 


: 


N . The Typling Philoſopber:. 


CESS SHEEN, | 
Who faarl'd at the 4 

ighted in Wine that was good, : 
| Becaale i good Wine — 


4 ""- 
* 


\ P , is 
I . * 


| to 
He choſe for 


939 9 
3 
area.. 
* 


| lid 
a — liv'd * 


„ 


1 


= 
2 


1 


45 


* 


. 


. 


his Joys, 


”- 
* 
hs, 


the Gracie 


RATES ner was 


| a Bottle had 


= Z 3 4 F 
22 « 2 « 
1111 


Old Soc 
Am-. 


4 
> 


And thought 


Anazarcuvts, more patient 
By Peſtles was pounded to” 


I Bur fore he was free 


I fear, &c.. 


AnzzTOrLn, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine ; 
; And what we aſcribe to his Parts 


Made Reaſon 


W 
m 


1 
Groan or « WR 
k Remains of his Breath: 


* 
* 


. 
i 
* , 


la due w che, Julke of the Vie. 
riters 


1 Belly moſt agree: 
Was n Err reg Trough s | 
into 


He therefore leap d 
| Recauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 


Becauſe, &e. 


Da 


th ſober, be motionleſs found, 
Occafon'd the Sceptic w thin F 
was nothing of Truth ts be found. *' 


enen 28 


| an —_ 
| Will peer =» Bare 60 ä 
| me on Ber hw. : 


Breaſt? 
to reſt ; 


Why filent drops that 
Fears diſturb thy 


" Fi - . | 
Our Eyes tell each other what neicher name, } 
' Our 2 


N . 
| "Te —— wad berg the Gur Feld 
© SONG 55. bn. 
5 


Dees round the — eg - 
6 ol 


The 
- 
* 
* 


Elm {no pore » berean Shade} : 
Is with irs crown'd a 


#4 


| , . 115 
. 


19 
i 


p 


b [ 

' vain, * 
And youug ones the Rover they cannot regain 
The Rate ſhall forget how laſt he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with Paſhon enjoy's* 
+. Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all ber 


Wants, | | 

Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallanrs ; 
EA —— 

| Z | 7 
Obey tken the Summons, to Lethe repair, , 


- 2 * n 
] A Th 
4 


. 
A 
A 
by 
\ 
£ 
$ 
1 


a a 


= 
= 


T>T<SOOW>P>S 


with longer 'W = 
| "Will chaſe all dull Vapoure aray, 


4%. 


C Een Kings on thee have jo 
ng 


S And while the ſolid Fat his Finger 


{} When orefs'& and — to my Mind, 


1891 
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4 CANTAT 4. 2 
m. ROAST-BEBF of old e 
1 « the Gates of ca. , Mere 
— an} Fenice ever dweth, ; 


2 renchman, madam Granſce”s Cob, 
As home that way be figer'd with hungey Look z 
{ Benging beneath the weight of ſam' d Sir-loin, ' 


Os wits be efins wi is rein wn dies 3 | 
Good Father Daminick, by Chance came hy. 


With roſy Gille, rs Packs nd pee in 
Who when he firſt bebe the grealy Lood, 
His Benediction on it he beſtow e | 
20, 


Lc Chg eee 


Als. A lovely L, N. 


Roaſt-beef ! belov'd of all Mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 


7 


Not all thy — —_ 
Shou'd from my Fury fave thee. 


I Renown 4 Sir-toin, oft times decreed, 


d to feed. 
r — 
mu 0 y 
| Soup-mengre, Frogs 2nd Salad 7 


REcttartvs: 


aw a. 


F. 


Racirarive. 


Reacitartive. 


of right Hibernian Clay, 
— bieGe 2. 


* 


n mn - 
| White" bere 1 remain my Life's ot worth « Fare 


REELS TD 


Upon the Ground hatd by poor  Sowney ſat, _ 
Who fed his Noſe and e his reddy pate; = 
Bur when old England's Sulwerk he defcry's, ** 
| His dear lov'd Mull, alas ! was thrown afides ©: 
Wich lifted Hands be ble fs'd his native Place, 
W 2828 


Ann. 3 7 A 


PHow bars, O Sawney, is thy lor, 2 
Who was fo blithe of late: . 4 
To ſee ſuch Meat. and can't be got, 


When Huoger is ſo great 


| O the Beef ! the benny Beef, © 

When nice brown, 

I wiſh Thad a flice of thee; ' © 

A | » 

7 Ab Charly hadft thou not been ſeen, 4 
This ag er had happ'd to me. | — 

 H wou'd the Dee had _— 

| _ Ferl hed guag'd 


— Q the, 


= 
. a — * +. 
— © — 
a 4 da 
, E ct. 
2 c 
* 
— - G : 0 
ws © „ 0 ©., = 
© of \ _— * 


: 72 F 
REcirartive. 


But ſee} my Muſe to England takes her flight, - 

Where Health and Pientyghearfully unite f 

Where ſmiling Freedom guards great Geonc:'y 
Throne, , 

Aud Chains, A Racks, and Tortures are un- 


known 
Whoſe Fame e Bards have oſten wrote, 
An ancient Fable * to quate. 


Frog pert end ea. 


ere ng 
Beheld a lar Se graz'd on the Plaia ; 


boaſted, bis Size he 22 
x % = 


Then eagerly ſtretehing eee | 
N — ſtood like a knowing old Dame ; 
Cry d. 2 de Ln. 
O the roaſt Beef, & | 


But deaf to Advice, he for Glory did thirſt, 
An Effort he ventur'd more ftroag than the firſt; 


Till gg and ftraining too hard, made bin 
O the ra Re, c. 


Then, Britons, W the Moral is clear, 

The Ox is old Ex the Frog is Munfeur ; 

Whole Puffs and Bravadaes we n fear. 
S the reaft Beef, fe 


Fot while by our Commerce and Arta we ate ab'e, 
To ſee the brave Ox ſmoaking hot an the Leble; 
The r een — the Frog in the 


in 


» 


"© 


oa. 


tl. 
SONG. 63. 


On MAY, wrate in APRIL 1761. Tare Tweed» 
; fade. 


Tz Virgin when ſoſten'd by Mav, 
Attends to the Villager's Vows; .. 
The Birds ſweeily bill oh the Spray, 
And Poplars embrace with their Boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, : 
Ador'd for her Beauty, above ; 
We Shepherds, that live on the 


ain, 


4 
— 
- 


> " _— 


Hail May, asthe Mother of . 


Fron the Weſt,” as it wanttbly bldws, | 

Fond Zephir Enreſſes the Fine ?: 

The Bee ſteals a kiſs from the Roſe, XY 
And Willows and Woodbipes entw ine. 

Ide Pinks by the Rivulet Side,” 3 
That border the vernal Alcove:; 

Bend downward to kiſs the foft Tide, 

Fot May is the Mother of Lovr- 


Mar tinges che Burrerfly's "Wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; ; 
- The Larks and the Linnets n gag. | 
Their Muſick is taught them by "ok 

The D with her Mate, 

Conceals her fond Miſs in the Grove, 

And murmuriag ſeems to repeat, 


That May is the Mother of Love. - * 


The Goddeſs will vifit ye ſoon, BA 
Le Virgins be ſportive and gay 
Get your Pipes, O ye Shepherds, in tone, 
For Muſick muſt welcome the Mar. 


; > 


1 4 J 
Would Damon bave Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen Anguiſh remove, 
Let bim tell « ſoſt Tale, and he'll find, 
That Mar is the Mother of Lovz, 


SONG 64 


AIR is the Swain, the Ermine white, 
F _ rn of Might. , 
be Moon, | 
Asad Snows that drive before the Gale: 
irre theſe the excel ; 


T 
Y 
B 
1 


80 N 65. | 


there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
To caſe a wounded Breaſt; | 
* Reaſon's Glaſs to look at Love, 
To wiſh and yet to-reit ? | 


. 


Ul 
= 


E tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind: 
1 Rein, 
And er Mankind, 2 
Ae er Mankind. a 


Thrice happy Birds, who on the Spray 'S 
Unartful Note: 
Your feather'd Mates reward the Lays 
And yield to pow'rful Song: ; 
By Nature fierce, without controul, \ 
The human Savage rag;  - 
"Till Verſe refia'd his ftubborn Soul, \ > 
And civiliz'd.the Man, | 
And eivilia d the Man. 


Verſe (wes ebe the er en 
And chears the drooping Slave ; I 


And footh each other Ear ; 
Tho my fond — Phabus plead, 

He'd find a Daphne here, | 

nn 


1 ů — 
Say, mult we all the Heart accuſe, 

And yet e the Face; 
| Thus, in the dun, bedewb'd with Gold, 
The baſking Adder lies ; _ 
The Swain admires each ſhining Fold, 

Then graſps the Snake, and dies, 

„ it 
E 4 ' $ONG 
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SONG 65. * 
111 Or, Colin's Deſcriptien ( 

bis Wife) of Vauzhall ; N | * 

MARY! foft in Feature! 2 

ve been at dear Vaunhalt; Re I; 


No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 
Not that they Eden call: 
3 ſuch rare Va guries, 

y and barung g Spott, 
Au look's like gjat Faintes, 
And jhis their Monarch's Court. 


when firſt I enter'd, 
Such 332 ' 
Into a World | ventur's, EY. | 
Where roſe another Sun; 
Whilſt Muſick, never cloying, 
As Sky-larks ſweet ] hear ; 


The Sounds L | 
They'll hays foorh my Far 
Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 


Whete e et our Glances fall; 
Here Colours, Liſe beſtowing. 
Bedeck the Greenwood Hall: 
The King there dubs a Parmer.z * 


There John his Doxey loves ; 


* Alluding to three Pictures in the Pavillions, 
viz. The King and the Miller of Mansfield, the 
Sailor in a Tipp _—_— in Wapping, and the 
Gi:l who is flealing a Kiſs from the ſleeping Gen- 


. 
1 
4 


| 171 
But my Delight's the Charmer 
Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves. 
A, din amaz'd I'm ftraying, 
O'er this enchanted Grove, 
] fpy'd a Harper * playing 
All in his proud Alcove : 
I doft my Hat, defiring 
|| He'd tune up buxom Joan; 
But what was I admiring? 
Adzooks, a Man of Stone. 


But now, the Tables | 
They all fall to with Glee ; 

Not e'en at 'Squire's fins Wedding 
Such, Dainties did I fee : 

| Tong'd (poor ſtarveling Rover); , 

But none heed Country Elves; . 
'Theſfe Folk, with Lace daud'd over, 
.* Love only dear themſelves. | 


Thus, whilſt mid Joy abounding, 
As Graſshoppers they're gay; 
At Diſtance, Crouds fur 

The Lady of the May : 
The Man 7 th' Moon peep's fly, 
Soft twinkling thro' the Trees, 
As tho' twould pleaſe him highly 
To taſte Delights like theſe. 


* Mr. Handel's Statue- 


19000 
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SONG 65. 


HAT care I for Affairs of State? 
| Or who is rich, or who is great ? 
How far abroad th' ambitious roam, 

To bring or Gold or Silver home ? 
What is t to me if France or Spain 
, Conſent to Peace, or War maintain. 


: 


f 


-lapds, to make good Beer ; 

11 — ment far a Fiiend ; 
Pexce an} latter End 

and home-ſpun grey; 

the Ex hing crown the Day. 


6 
15 
22 


BT 
1 


SONG 6. 


Y AINLY now ye ſttive to charm me, 
All ye Sweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away ? | f 
While Lotharia keeps away? 7 - 


Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye, 


Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye. 
SONG 69. 


ET Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks defign'd : 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet ; 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread. 

Joys, incircling Joys ſhall meet, e 

Which Way e er thy Faney's led. „ 


SONG 70. 


RecitaTive. 


PON the Coaſt of Argos rocky Shore, 
Where the impetuous Billows foam and roar; 
Amy mone, the young, the faireſt of the Wood, 
Was by a Satyr eagerly purſu'd ; - 
Weary'd with flight, by fears oppreſt, 
She thus th' immortal Pow'rs addreft. 


Als 


Neptune, God of all the Ocean, 
. Hear a tender Maid's Devotion ; 
Eaſe my Anguiſh, ſet me free, 
From furious Love deliver me. 


Alas, alas! my uſeleſs Pray'r, 
Shall it be loſt, in heedle(s Ait; 
No refuge then remains for me, 


But the deep abyſs of the Sea. 


Recirarive. 


The trembling N did thus, in Tears, 
Implore the wat'ry God to diſſipate ber Fears ; 
The God appears, the Satyr flies, 

While Neptune view'd the fair, his wond'ring Eyes 
Confeſs'd his Flame, and own'd his vaſt ſurgrize ; 
Forgot his greatneſs, the her fears, 2 
While thus in ſweeteſt ſounds be charms her Ears. 


4 Favourite CANTATA © 


, 


. S 


1 
Arn. 


Triamph, charming Creature, over 
Your preſumptuous vanquiſh d Lover { 
In the Conqueſt of your charms, 

While Neptune coutts you to his Arms. 


* 


Beauteous creature, now, if ever 
You intend to bleſs a Lover ; 
Yield to me, that beſt can move 


Thy tender Soul 10 fofteſt Love. 
| SONG 71. 
Collin and PurLLts, @ Dialogue. 
| He. Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind 
to my Pain, 2 


Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in vain. 
And Fl love you fincerely for ever, 
And Il love you ſincerely for ever, 
And Pl love, &c. 


She. Ah Collin, my Heart was about to comply, 
But what my Heart wiſhes, my Fears will deny: 
I can never be yours. 
1 _—— 
No never ! I can never be yours. 
He. What never ? | 3 
She. No never! I ne er can be yours. 
| He. Fie, Phillis, how can you ſtill trifle with Love; * 
3 your Fears, and my Paſſion approve, 
F tell you, I love you for ever, |, 


When I tell you, I love ever 
When I tell you, &c. n 


; 
Sh. Pie, Collin, how can . 


2 
— 


2 


$he. No never ! | can never be yours. 
He. What never ? 


86e. No never | I ne'er can be yours. T 

He. Then adieu to all Joy, my Heart will ſure, I Er 
If my Phillis denies what I fondly did ſeek. 

I can never be happy, no never. A 

J can never be happy, no never. I 

I can never, &c. D 


a. 


That Collin his Phillis will never deceive. 
That Collin will love me 
He. For ever. 


She. You never, ſure never, will leave me. 
He. No never! 

Ae. Tou never, ſure never, will leave me. 
He. No never, no never, will leave you. 


SONG 72. 
LIBERTY. 


8 ev'ry Charm and matchleſs Grace, 
f So brilliant ſhines in Ces Face; ' 
What can it mean, ye Gods, that ſhe 

— me of my Liberty ? 


| | When Morniag ſiwiles, Evening dawns, 
Ja painted Fields, and flow! Lawns ; 
2 A Tres, 


11 : «21% 


'Y 
L 


| If you in pity don't 


On their unartful, barmleſs Sprays. | 
Thankſgiving Notes compoſe their Lays \ 


7 heir Echoes great Felicity, 


To ſhew the ſweets of Liberty, 


While Man, alas | is doom'd to rove, 
The thorny Paths, and Seas of Love: 
The warbling Choir, from Tyrmails — 


Enjoy their Loves and Liberty. 


Before my Chloe's Form I viewed, 
A tranquil my Mind purfu'd : 
I knew not then what 'twas to be 
Depriv'd af Peace, of Liberty. 


But, fiance that fatal, hapleſs Day, 
Pve figh'd my Pride and Soul away: 
No Joys had Charms to pleafure me, 
Siace e er I loſt my Liberty. 


Thiak then, my Ch/ce, e er too late, 
How hapleſs + 


To gre motick ap Lk 
SONG 73. 
| dr ſuppole my fond 


Reveal with what Ardour I glow z 
Reveal with what Ardour | glow : 


Well, ow man: no Harm ſure ſhe 


cries? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I cap but deny you, you know. col 
Suppoſe 


— 


1 1 

Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, 
Say, wou'd you the Favour below; 
Say, wou'd you the Favour beſtow : 

Lord bleſs me. ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny yeu, you know. — 


>» > 2 


Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
Fot Pleaſure from Fieafure will grow; 
For Pleaſute from Plraſute will grow: | 
Suppoſe what you will, the reply d as before. 
can but deny you, you know, you know : 
can but deny vou, you know. 


Come Gon my dear Love, to the Mod le 
ir, 
Cry'd — and offer'd to go; 
Cry d Damon, and offer'd to go: 
2 no, with a Bluſh, anſwered Phi'lis, for thete 
I could not deny you, you know, you —-y 
I could not deny you, you know. 


SONG 74. 
The Laſs with a delicate Air. 


FOUN 88 who lives at the ſoot of ae 
5 
| Whoſe Fame ev'ry Virgin with envy does fill ; 
Of Beauty is bleſs d with ſo ample a Share, 
That Men call her the Laſs with a delicate Air. 


laſt May as I travers d the Grove, 
Retitement, not dreaming of Lore: 
—— to eſpy the gay Nymph I declare, [1 

And really ſhe had got a moſt delicate Air. 


7 


un r << 


* 1 


25 


1 85 J 


Bea murmuring Brook, on = green moſfy Bed, | 


A Chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid, 
Surpriz'd and tranfported I could not forbear, 
With Raptures to gaze ow her delicate Air. 


From that Moment young Cupid ſeleQed a Dart, 
And pierc'd without pity my innocent Heart; 
And from thence how to gain the dear Maid was 


my Care; 
For a Captive I fell to her delicate Air. 


When ſhe ſaw we ſhe bluſt'd, and complain'd I 
was rude, 

And begg'd of all This that Iwould not intrude; 

] anſwer d I could not tell how þ came there, 

But laid all che faulc on ber delicate Air. 


Said her Heart 3 1 ſought to 


obtain, 
And hop d that ſhe'd give it to eaſe my fond Pain; 
She neither rejeQteq vor granted-my Prayer, 
But fir'd all my Soul wich her delicate Air. 


A thouſand Time: o' er Pre repeated wy Suit, 
— ſtill the Tormenter affects to be mute: 


Then tell me, ye Swains, who have conquer'd the 


Fair, 


| How ts win the dee Laſs with the delicate Alx. 


SONG 75. 


REAT iu took it one Day in his Head, 
To fend forth a Meſſenger, as it was faid, 
To tearch every Place. and to tiriQly i mquire, 
Where the Goddefs Fidelity choſe to retire. 
- Derry daun. & c. 


1 86 I | 
Nimble Mercury ſtraight, as a Meſſenger dreft; 
rer Jeve be aid certainly God 
eat. wo 
8 if with Deities, or with Mankind 
Derry down, &c. 


Then down flew the God to fam'd Obere 


: Grove, 
hs depen of fome News from the young God of 


Who at firſt hands cer tell how tn make « Y> | 


But at laft told the Truth, tho' accuſtom u to hi 


Pra , faith, ſays the little arch Urchin, 


What ce for Fidelity you muſt go ſearch in; 
But am vaſtly furpriz's you think here to find her, 
| When you know that my Mather and I never mind 


her. Derry devon, &c.. 


This Anſwer not ſuiting at all to his Taſte, 
Away then to Hymen does Mercary hafte ; 


Bat what Ignorance here did be ſhew of Mankind, 


To imagine Fidelity there he ſhou'd find. 


Derry down, &c. 


gain diſappointed, made [2 
bar Sth all e tion 2 d 


Yet thought that perhaps it might anſwer his 


Ends, 
If Inquiry he made of the Goddeſs of Friends. 
Derry down, &c. 


— 


LO] 
wie, ö 


K mung in her 
res; 5 ' 
} Alas! honeft Friend, this Goddeſs ſo dear, 


Fer whom you inquire, is ſeldom ſeen bete. | 
. In ove only Place you can find her on Earth, 
* Sa haſten away to the Sons of true Mirth ; 
Tos Lodge of Fate-Masons immediate repair, 
> | Aid no manner of doubt but you'll meet with her 
. thete. Derry down, &c. 
* . . , 
N SONG 76. 
i On the KING of PRUSSI 4. 
By Mr. 4—J—— 


EACE in her Arms cacefling, 
Europe with Laurels crown'd ; 
And Ceres Golden Blefling, - 
larich'd the fertile Ground. 
Each Bark with Treaſure frejghted, 
| Cleaving the liquid road ; 
+ | Each Prince om Envy ſeated, 
How happy the abode ? 
Thus, was the golden Age reſtot d, till France 


t Whoſe 


[ 88 ] 


Whoſe Schemes were always bendiag, 
On arbitrary Power ; 
But Jove, great Pruſſia ſending, 
lu the important Hour, © 
Who came like Glory leading, 
To prop the finking State: 
Whoſe Courage never fading, 


Diſdaias the Tyrant's hate, y 


'While for bis Country's Cauſe he fights, 
impending Fate. 


All Auſtria's Foes afſerbling, 
He ſights them three to one ; 
Vet calm while they are trembling, 
Bellona looking on. 
No Fear his Thoughts alarms, 
While fam'd for proweſs hard; 
His Trocps well rers'd in arms, 


The coming Blow to ward, | 
Whoſe animated Spirits ne'er ſuperior Forey Of 


regard. 


In martial Form compleateft, 
His numerous Foes he dates; 
And where the Danger's greateit, 
Impetucus ruſh'd like — 
Bleſt Freedom's Foes to vanqui ſh, 
W hoſe Soul had ne'cr inclia'd, 
To ſee Religion languiſh. 
In Gallick Chains confin'd, 


But tend the Yoke of Slavery, hail Prince 


_ generous Mind. 


As 


S O N C 


_ I Wou'd the Bi 


SONG 77. 


4 S:rg on thair Royal Highngſſes, Anne, Princeſs 


Real 0 England, end — Pri 


my Naſſau, did you know how | languiſh, 
You'd pity my Pain; 
fg] Your Preſence alone can relieve my ſad Anguiſh, 
Return ſoon again: 
Nerer vous me, my Paſſion you'll find without 


"Tho' at fit you ſhou'd make me cry, O! my 


O! my Naf. W 


S:e my Naſſau, from Bath is 
| His Nanny to wed ; (ing, 
His Health is reſtor's, and Hymen's Torch — 

Conduct him to bed; 

Of what thete he'll do to me Pll not ſtand io awe, 

As you'd - / morn, ſhou'd you . my 
au. 


— or my Naſ. for wy Naſſew. 
Feel, my Naſſau, r 
ie in m = 
y0u be bs ap Arne, wh 


ance tack ue, conceding w Law 
You 2 thould feel, wy 


ay hee fol wy Hogs. 
8 Kiſs, 


* 


E, Naſſau, thy Nanny ſo blooming, 
has — ſo free; 


Noe tracy my Dear, my love's too preſuming, 
Since de "tis owing to to thee ; 
Shou'd the Maidens me envy, Id care not a 


For if envious they prove, they may ria my 
e tifo my Naſt biſe my Not 
SONG 58. ; 


EP 


2 28 


On a young Lady at Liverpool. Tune, Polly Willa, 
| (By the Author of the former.) 
1 ASTE, ſweet Calliope ! deſcend, 
H O! deign, for once, r 
+ ,* Say, which way ſhall I win ye? 
While I attempt, "ihe* went my Lays, 

In humble Verſe, to fing the Praite 

Oft blooming, beauteous Jenny. 


The Lily and the Roſe, their hues, 
Neſplendent Cer her Cheeks diffute, 
All radiant Gold her Hair is; 


2 Ord 


WO Oh 


Her Lips «ve Coral, enay d has, We; 1 
Moiſt as the — with Dew, l 


Her dowvy, | ſaow-white Brea, 
Ye Gods, what — 77 —— ? 
Forgive my yain endeavour ; 
Left I, like , hovld ſoar, 
Like him mou d fall, and be no more 
In lovely Jenny's Favour. ye 


The native luſtre bf her Eyes, 

The choiceſt Brilliua far outvie 
Such ſoftneſs in each Feature ! 
Were L with Carus Riches bleſt, 

A 1 4 
Of Jenny, charming Creature. 


— D 
o'er the Mead plays, 
One Hand ber cxook fultaimng 3 

Her tender Lambkins by her Side, 

| She f to be young Collia's Bride, 


And leaves me thus complaining, 


_ aſs Ke, or Vernon's Hall, 
Or Ladies walk, at Collin's call, 

| She hies with lovers Ardour ; 
While me, neglected and forlorn, 

She meets with cold Diſdain and Scorn, 


| 8 Duty. 


No more the Nymphs ſhall round me throng, 
And Swains atteytive to my Song, 


At ev'ry Hout of leifure ; 
The mournful Willow biads my Head, 
I die beneath the myrtle Shade, 

Tia cruel Jenoy's Pleafure. 


SONG 39. 


Britannia from a Rack liflening to the Bards, ( 
_—_ 72 Heroes) on a fignal from 
eptune of en! 
receive and gralulats ber ria. 


RITANNIA,.from her rocky Seat, 
Attentve hears her Bards repeat 

The Deeds of Heroes, brave und free, 

Who dauntlefs fought for Liberty. 


Neptune his aw ful Trident ſhakes, 
The Wave in gentleſt murmur breaks; 
The royal Bark, with fwelling fail, 
Triumphant bougds before the Gale. 


Charlotte comes |—Britannia cries ; - 
Charlette comes !—ceſounds the Skies; 
Charlotte comes ! great Gn Bride, 
In Beauty's bloom, in Virtue's pride. 


Sons ,—the Ries begin, 
Hoa lovely Charlotte !—Alhiax's Queen ; 
O! welcome to theſe hliſaful Ifles I 
Where Freedom reigns, where Plenty ſailes. - 


1 


PSY” 9 


mw 0.5 \tBo OaAa.TY nn IH i 11 1 —— 
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aſt Heav's decreed, thy matchleſs Charms 
d bleſs the nobleſt Monarch's Arms ; 
Be ſacred held th' au 


Hail lovely CuanLotTz ! — 
SONG 80. 

On his Mijeſty's Cotonarion. 
Tone, comer, be comes, the Hero comer. 
H ut wr he 
—— 


n 1 


The ts Dow 
Of Heaven's beſt Monarch here below ; 

While Charlotte holds the ſceptred Dove, 
Emblem of ever faithful Love. 


Tho' Nereids, envious of thy Charms, 
Wichbeld thee from thy 's Arms; 


aſſert 
* 


o Buff to the Court returns, 
Auſtria with rnpatience buras ; | 
py” Ruffians tavage diltant Lands, F 
enty fill Flows, where George commands. * 


oy kind Heav'n aſſiſt his Arms, 

ole the Scene of War's Alarms ; 
of key s Sons may drop the Sword, 
ath'd by the Voice of Britais's Lord. 


bus when loud Cannons ceaſe to roar, 

ad Peace reſounds from Shore jo.Shore ; 
Dur grateful Notes again we'll raiſe, | 
hiltt George and Charlotte crown our Lays. 


SONG $8 | 

3 N. the white Cliffs of Allian, fee Fame 
where ſhe ſtands, 

4 ber ſhrill 1 Notes teach the neighbour- ö 

Of the Naas „ and their Conqueſta the | 


The nette ute. re 
Derry down, oc. 


Groxcs Ge He. he procieims, bis vaſt Glory | 


be endif Lagions, invincible Fleets ; 
near ak Rocks, cap em Honsur | 


Since e en Death, he cole Bing, Gap wid corn 
diſregard, | 
Hem we 


OOH £4  - o* 


| FF 


O! but ſee a Cloud burſt, and an Angel ap 


_ 


1 95 ] 


Tis Peace, tovely Virgin! diffolved in Tears 8 

Say, Fame, cry d the Maid, is't not Time, 

e o'er, 

With Sieges and P. amine, Exploſions and 
Derry down, & 


His juſt Rights to aſſert, bath the King ampl 
try'd, 
Nor his 1 or Strength, can Op 
abide ; 
Then no longer, in Rage, let dread Thunders 
| hutl'd. 
But leave them to me, and give eaſe to the We 
Derdy un, 7 
Tis done, and great Groncs is * 
clin'd, 
The bleſt Word is gone fork for, the youd 
Mankind : 
'Tis the act of a Briton, to beat, thed to ſpare, 
And our is a Briton, it who dare. 
— Vo ty down, Te, 
To Was and Keppel let Bumpers bes infles 
And to all Long 1 1 who have take 


May ap meet jull reward, and. with Coursge 


\ 


advance, ä K 00 
Still ta humble the Pride and tht Pawyt.oGF witty. | 
Deriy *. Se. 


F 2 — Charge 


b „ ot AS 
ale” I drink a Health to 
To the Duke and the Princeſs, and make the Air 
May the Days of great Geer be all happy and 


Aud the ® Man fill be right, who yet never was 
wrong. 


'SONG 83. | 
Irren ft the Robin Hood Society. By 2 
Member. | 


. SHANBUY. 
H ye Maſons accepted, ſo. free and ſo 
We honour you all in Station 
r ' 


| When we hex of good New, the defeat of que *' 


| We drink, quaT and fiog, wich « health to the 


N —— happy, and glorious: 


9] 


But unde and curſing, © 

And Liquor long noring, 
We Rozix-nuooDs * deſpiſe, Sir ; 

With good Porter and 2 


We ourſelves will re 
And ſtrive zo be metry and ns Sir. 


No quarrelſome Blade, whate'er be his Trade, 
| Shall be ſulfer'd at all to annoy us; 


We love all good Souls, who are fond of th 
Bowls, - 


That chvofe to be metry and. joyoùs! 
The Foe to a Female, 


May go to the D-—l, -—=- 
He ne'er ſhall be one of our Methbets ; | 

To out Bottle and Glaffes, | 

And ſweet killing Latfes, * - . 
We thiak ourſelves no vain Fender 


Our Toaſts are WH! Pitt, honeſt ihe Cu 


go roungs 
Who u .. ot Ms Os.” | 
ho gune p ks Al, ut ba Cp found, * 
Than fone the brave, 
Wis the S a nt 
ones 
Thoſe t in Furs, * 


Shan't treat us like Cues, . 
While Cnazter fics Member Tor r 


. 


„ 12" "Tl 


*. * = 


To theſe, nod fach others, dear Liberty's Friends, 


4 well plees d in our Heart 
— Remoniry N 


To our Sweethearts or Wives, 


nn Humongs of 


Tune. S HAN BUI 
E that thinks the Attack of gn ie 
flack, 8 


N Locd help him, bat little he knows ve : The 


The Brian whe For, ob! we hy their Hat 


Vin Lover 7215 > or Mans, | 
For in all kinds of v 
i Gas of Wen, of of new 
1 — . 
Our Motto is, «villing = 
With 7 indices, e bow wow 


SONG . 


the Goddeſſes nh id en, 


Reece Ca wich chats Dildos Gs, 
——— 


'Twa time thae_ old Near was grown out of | 
Bring what they ch rink log before he Cr 

When the Bycaloy's Clock waa mor from the 
| For the gpdaive Bowl, 2 Jore gore ths | 


"The Bowl it was 1 OY 
Wher infant Gods to. baptize: | 
— SO 


Whereby mortal Wis far exczed sis Mirch ; 


"Therefore Godheads together let's lay, - 
| — 16 make a | Rronger than | 


8 "Twas 


f * 


Thife Lenions were calfd the Hef; TE 
Where a vi | ir 


vigilant Dragon was faid to look to it ; 


Water ; 
The ret of the Ingredients in order came ifter. 
Venus, edwvirer of all Things that wete fweet, 
Without whoſe Infuſion, there had been no Treat, 
| two Sugat-loaves, white as her 
Doves, OY 
To be brought to the Table by a Pair of young 


So wonderful curious thoſe Deities were, 
The Sugar was ſtrain'd thro' = Piece of fine Hair: | 
ly Bacchus gave notice, by davgting his Bunch, 
without his Aſſiſtance there could be no 


oo 
What 
CY 


Twelve Dosen of thefe were well ſqueti d in che | 


Su © i. Lat And 


| 


_ The Bow! 
— — 


— Plig do ann. . 
The Gods bein 
| — — 


2 


Mars, tho' e bluat God, and chief of the B 
Wes ſet at the Table « curling bis Whiſkers.  - 


Therefore, my 

Therfre, my Caleb. 

Saturn, of all the Gods there, rhe ahhh. 
his Stomach was coldeft ; 


For Heaven, Q _ 


— 
end with NHuntſen d 


—— 
| PENCILS theic Fame is did ring. ., | 


00 


1 
80 N G > 
Heng oid Song made by a good ancient 


Pate 
Sr een, cee. . e good] 


And kepe « very plemiful Houſe at very e. 
Wit you od Pues i relive the Pour at Ki 


9 — 0 wonder ful Moderation! 
With an old Ladr, whoſe anger a good Word 1 


? Who never knew what delong'd to e. 1 
Footmen or Pages; | 


. 


A 2 


— 10's full of eatnb@ old Books, * 
P zo | apart orwents 
"Ate tn 61d Bortery-harch worn bf the end Hook, | 
And 4 good ofd Kitthen that maidtain't half a | 

| Dozen old Cooks. Moderation, Oc. 


| "Wah tn old Hell hung round with Guns Pikes | 
| and Bows, 


— — 
0 


7 


[ 


Ad gi] 2 and Bucklers, which had borne | 
And 


hard Blows ; 


C5 þ | 
Aad an bid feizady Coat to cover his Workip's.! 
— to comfort his +, 

And 
Mederatien, Ic. | 


With a old Cuſtom when Chrifimas is come, © 
And. have goad Cheer enough. in every old Room, 
And Li ſtrong enough to make a Car ſpeak, 

eds with ihr Dams Moderation, G. 


With an old Huntſman, s Falconer, and » Pack 
of Hounds, | 
With which he Lee, hunted i own. 


-Grounds * 
| For ke, ike = vile aa, un. kept lf within 
- Bounds, 


11 22 he dy d iſt each Child « good, old | 
i _ thauſand Ponads. Moderation, Ofc. 


Thea 1 i Son his Houſes and Land be | 
| | Changing dim iv Ks Will 0 be of the ſame boune 4 


But in the End you thall hear how he was ische d, 
And left his good old Faber precepts ull Neb... 


| Alteration, Alteraties, 0! wonderful Alterations 6 
R Lites rn 4 


* 


ö 
—— 
Kays 
- : 
. 
* 
N [4 
= * . 


ol 


Kept + Brace ot o of Creatutee at his 
And drinking Taverns "ill ha could neither 
— 

4 Alteration, Me. 
bene ent fol, 
And never 1 

N 


Who kept « Dozen or two of Fans to ploy the F, 
. wanton Air, 
e 
Hair. ane, Ce. 11 


— tu#'s full of Pamphlets hey 


And « new aiott Sort of » Chaplin who | 4 
* ſwears faſter than be prays ; C 


V 
In 
In 


oY Buttery-hacch W | in 
WET 2 


—— winh | but. 
ge, 3 * 


With « new Hall bile juſt where the ald one food 

| Inwhich was never fee Fire, either of Turf, 
: Coal or Wood, 

ir -wns baggy connd with PiQures which did the 

*- - - Poor little good, | | B 


With « new Faſhion when Chaim is ne, 
ps Polt-chaile for Londen we ant by 8 
leave no Body at home but our new Pager, 
the Back || 
bow” EY 6 


= 
— 


F fl al * 1 
8 w e * 
= = 


. 


eee perſon to adorit,  — ; 
In order to attend my 5 levy Pth' m&un;s - 


. 
g 
* 
- = 


In borſe-raci and plays, 
The * 1 nc cnt conlumes ſeal, wealth, and 
eee 


New titles ate with hls biber old gold, 
For which many of his father's good eld menort ; 


were 


'Which is the reaſon walk thee do bald, "| 
That open houſe. keeping is now a-days grown fo 

' very cold. : 1 N 
dberation, Alteration, O! wdtderful Alteration. 
* $ONG * v 


4 


1 We wenscu ee : 


"2% 2 


* Ricirativs. 5 


, i * , = 
5 


s Potter Will, along St. Pats 6J 6 move, 
Depreſt 8 weighty Load, but more h/ 


Love 
By Chance h fate Ceriffa there-he found,  . 4 
Cryiag her fine Heat .. | 
Will, „ bach, then Riraigbe tet 


| Aud iy Ger the Dremel a, 


2 
. IN 


255 = 


9 


- 
. 
1 
, 
* 
9 


* 


Ai. ' 


'RacIiTATIVE. 


I 
per Cheak, 


A ents and Dukes fubinit to we: 


_ 
: 
Mas wot 


4 
X * 


* 


SONG 55. 


HEN the Nymphs were contending f 
Beauty and Fame, 


Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of ber claim g 
And to crown the high Tranſports dear Conquelh 


excites, 
At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White 8. 
At Court ſhe was envy d, and toaſted at White's. - 


But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad Caſe? 
A crvel Diſeaſe has deſtroy d her ſweet Face ; 
Her Vermillion is chaag'd to a dull ſetiled Red, 
And all TER I 

And all, &c. 


Take beed, alt ye fair, leſt ye triumph in vain; 
Fo , tho' alter d from FI 
Is now more engaging, ſince 
Than when ſhe d the Ferieftions of Face. 


Than when, &c. 


Convinc'd, 6—— amaens and teaze, . 
Inftead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe, 
Makes TS and Diſcretion the Guide of ber 
Tho! uid for « Toa, he's well form'd "for =. 


e. 
Tho' ſpoil'd for « Toast, ſhe's well form'd for a 
os” dall, ſhe's w d 1 


A 


COLLECTION 


R OF THR... 


BE GGARS 0 PE RA. 


ACTI 


PEACHUM. 1 
| 2 


- dncld Woman chatbelin 9, &eg. 


ok 2 r 
hore and 
> Profeſſions be- rogue one another 
The Prieft calls the Lawyer a Cheat, : 
ee * 


Aud the Stateſman,” becauſe he's ſo great, ** 
4 Thinks his Trace as hogeſt as wine. 


E * 


An . 


MA. Women that foduces all Mankind, 

Dy der we firft were taught the wheedfing Arts; 

Her very Eyes can cheat; when molt ſhe's kind, 

She tricks us 0! our Money with our Hearts. 

For ber. lake Wolves by Night, we fogm for Prey, 
And pratiife ev'ry Fraud io bribe her Charms: 

For Suits of Love. like Law, are won by Pay, 

| And Beauty muſt he fec'd into our Arms. 


: AR 3 Cold and raw, &c. 


* l. _ If pny Wesch Venus Girdle wenn, 
Fhough he be never fo ugly; 
Lilies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
| And her Face look wond'rous ſmngly. 
Beneath the left Ras to fit but a Cord, 
(A Rape fo charmiffy a Zone is!) 
Tube Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, + 


And we cry, There dies an Adonis! 


1 Abs Rock. If Love the Virgin's Heart jayade, 
H, likes Math, the fimple Maid 
Nr 


If ſoon the be not made » I. 
Her Manaus fag d, and then the. - 
- She'w—whor | dare not nome. 


AIR f. Of aft the . wwe de, &c. 


b Urs Preach. A Maid is like the gelben Ore, | 
Whigh hath Guarss intiafcal in't, . 


| 


| | AIR. 4. Why ir your l Slave A &c. | 


| With Scarves and Stays, and Gloves and Lace, and 


113 

Whoſe Wen is never known before - 

It is 'ry'd and impreſt in the Mint. 
A wife's like a Guinea in Gold, 

Sta: apr. with the name of her 

Now here, now there ; is bought, or is ſold 
And in current in every Houte. 


AIR 6. What foall I > few bow ch 1 | 


Polly. Virgins are like the fair. Flower in its Luſt 
Which in in the Garden enamels the Ground: 
n 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around: - 
But, when once plett, tis no longer 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent, (as yet — 
W ſhrinks, and grows paſt all 
* 


Rots, ſinks, and dies, and is nod under Fee 
AIR 7. einn! 


Au. Palin. 
cum Try nor heeds what we 


Land „ 
For ſhe muſt have both Hoods and Gowns, 


Hoops to ſwell her Pride, 


ſhe'll have Men beſide ; 
And when ſhe's dreſt with Care and Colt, 


a 6 
Am 8. Grim King of the . 


When be kit me, fo cloſely he preft, - 
"Twas fo ſweet + — — 
So I thought it both 

To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 
AIR. 0 Jenny, © Jenay, where bof then bern. 
Mrs. Peach. O Folly, you” might have toyd pad 
3 Nr | 
Pally. det be foteand e. ä 
' And be ſo plea: d me, EH 
| What I did, you muſt have done. 


AIR 10. Thomas, I canner, &c. 
tot, * 


y wn 


5 


| AR 22. New fender well, ye Parents dear. 
Pally. O ponder well ; be nor ſeveres ; 

So fave a wretched Wife! 

For ow the Rope that hang 

' " Defends poor Polly's Life 


 E.. 


= 


AIR 13. Is printens ragyelle aux armes. ©" 


- 


Polly. The Turtle thus with plaiative Crying, Þ 
| Her Lover dying, — ' , - 


Down the d 
Fin 


din Le. 
An i4 Pretty Parres, fay = ' 


with Sighiog, . 
- * 


N 


= 


AIR 35. Prey fair one, be bind 


Mech Heart fo free, 

— s | 
e 1 
But here ev 


ver yaired, 
| AIR 16. Ower the Hill and fas eu 


Mach, Greenland's Coaſt. 
re: 1 Laſs ; : 
midſt eternal Fr 
| Tas oon the ball Yea's Night would pk 
lan 
* e Day was cler d, 
| 1 could-mock the 4, Toil, WY 


4 


Oh what Pain it is to pert! * 

* Can l leave thee, can I leave thee ? 

Oh what Pain it is to part! 

Can thy Pally ever leave thee 7 

But left Death my love hould thwart, 

„ | 

Thus I tes thee my bleeding Heat 
Fly hence, and lat me leave thee, 


AIR 38. © abe Bream, &c. 


AIR 19. Fill c Glaſs, . 
Mair. FD IL 1 for Wine iafpi 
1 


2 Drum, and | 


298 e 
t 
| The Hour of Actack 


" AR 2 21. Weald you have — Ke. 
Mach If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Cares, 


- 


__ 5. 
Love i then our Duty. kt 
- She alone who that 4 


Let us drink and ſport To-day, 
Ours is not Toa-morrow. 
Love with Youth flies fwift away, 
Age is noughe but Sorrow, 
Dance and fing, 


His Eyes around him throwing, 
* Stands for a while ſuſpended, 
Then one be fingles from the Crew, 
—— 1 
| With bow Ge do, and *. 
Aud how dye do again. 


AIR 24. When once 1 lay with anathes Max's Wife. | 
Jen. . The Gameſters and Lawyers * , 


AIR 25. When ff 1aid Siege to my Chlavis, ee; 

Mach. At the Tree I hall foſfer with Pleaſure, 
At the Tree 1 ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 

6 Let me go where I will, 

| In all kinds of 1, 

» 1 ll fn 00 fuck fn . 


— 


AIR 26. Courtiers, Copr tiers dial it no Herm. 
Mach. Man may efcape from Rope and Gun; 
Nay, fome have outliv'd the Doctor's Pill ; 
Who takes a Woman muſt be undone, 
4 T hat Bafiliſt is fure 20 kill. 
The Fly that fips Tre is loft in the Sweets, | 


So he that taftes Woman, Woman, Woman, 
He that taſtes Woman, Ruin meets. 


AIR 27. 4 lovely Laſs ts @ Friar came, 4 1 


Leg. Thus when 2 good Houſewife ſees a Rat 
Is ber Trap in the Morning token, 
With Pleafure her Heart goes pit a- pat, 
In Revenge for los of Bacon, 
Thes ke throws hin 
To the Dog or Cat, 
IONS crul's 2nd taken, 


Le. How cruel are the Traitors, ' 


9 Who bye and fwear ip jeſt, 
To chest — 


N 


"% 
* 


* 


AIR 29 —— 


Mach. The 66d Time a: the Looki 


The Mather ſets her Daughter, 
The flrikes- the ſmiling Laſs 
Wich Selſ-love ever after. 


Each Time the looks. the fonder grown, 


Thinks ev'ry Charm grows 


But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but 
Cana fee you are not younger. 


AIR 3% How l are wwe, &. 


Lackit. When you cenſure the Age, 


Be cautious and fage, | 
Leſt the Courtiers offended ſhould be ; 

If you mention Viee or Bri 
pat ta all the Tribe; 
Each criew——That was levell'd at me. 


, AIR 31 Of # noble Race us Sbenkin. 


Lucy. Is then his Fate decreed, Sir? '_ 
Such a Man can I think of quitting ; © 
When firſt we met, fo moves me yet, 

O ſee how my Heart is ſplicing | 


| AIX 33. 
* Leck. You'll think ere 


"Tis fo 


1 


This Sentence 


bang — Chil 10, 

your Huſb-ad, Child, tis true; 
Rur yrith him hang your Care. 
' Twang dang dillo dee. 


enfue 


: 


" Fd wean ron 2 x 
You muſt quicken the Clerk with the P - 
te too, | 

To do what his Duty © FI 
Or would you the Frowns of a Lady pre- 
She too has this F = 
92 uiſite 4 — Conſent 
That with all is prevailing, *' 


P, 
4 
P, 
L 
N 
1, 


Polly. Thus when the Swallow ſeeki * 
Within the Saſh is cloſely p. 22 
His Confort, with ing Lay, . 

| Without fits pining for th Event. © 
Her chat nag Lavers all arogad her ſkim ; 


k 
( =; 


| AIR 35. Hou oy beard of « feelichſung Pint, c. 


11 


=_— 


123 1 


am 36. 5 Tree. 
Pally, Tm bubbled. | 
Lees. I'm bubbled. - 


Pally. O how I am troubled ? 
Eq. Bamboozled, and bit? | 


— the Tice, nk the 
Wk Pra 


Polly. Fm 2 Ve. 


„„ 
| All theſe Salfien. $24 


And are for flinging Dire, 
Let's ry who be cap b, 


"Madam Fire 7 | 


14 

Polly. Why how now, ſaucy Jade; 
' Eure the Wench is tiply ; 
How can you ſee me made 


The Scoff of ſuch a Gipſy ? 
AIR 39. Iriſh Her. 


Polly. No Power on Earth can cer divide 
The Knot that ſacred Love hath ty d. 25 
When Parents draw againſt our Mind. | 
The True Love's Knot they faſter bind. 
Oh, uh tay, oh Amborah—ob, ob, Q 


AIR: 40. The Laſs of Patie's Mill, &c. 


Lucy. I like the Fox ſhall i » . 
W hole Mate hath left her Side, 
Whom Hounds from Marn to Eve, 
Chaſe o'er the Country wide. 
Where can my Lover hide ? 
Where cheat the wary Pack? 
If Love be not his Guide, 
He never will come back ! 


w. ASA ͤ 
ACT II. 
AIR 41. If Lowe's @ fweet Paſſion, &c. 


Lucy. HEN young at the Bar you 
k taught me to ſcore, 
no more; 


T was Ried by the Parſon, the Squize 
| the bor. p 


la 


| When the Gueſt was departed, the Kifs 

was ſorgot. 

PS ſo doſely 
re 

That 3 and pin d till I granted the 

re 


AIR 42. South Sea Ballad, 


Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy Creature is Polly ! 
Was e er fuch a Wretch as I ? 
With Rage I redden like Scarlet, 
That my dear inc:nſtant Varlet, 

Stark blind to my Charms, 

Is loft in the Arms 
Of that jile, that inveigling Has lot 
Stark blind to my Charms, 


Is loſt in the Arms 
Of that jjle, that inveigling Har los ) 
This, this my alarms. 


AIR 43. Packingten's + Pans. 
18 Thus Gaweſters united in Priendtbip ae 


found, 


Thon rei- th he Luſty alli 
eat, 


They flock to their Prey at the Dice-Box's 
Sound. 


And join to 1 — 
Pur if by mi 


they fail of a Chap, 
keepin the Hands they . 


To 


* 
| Like Pikes, het with Hunger, who miſs 


theit Ends, 


They bite their Companions, and prejoa th 
Friends. © 


AIR 44- Lillibullere. 
' Mach. The Modes of the Court fo common 


grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be met ; 
Frien i ſhip for Jatereſt is but a Loan, 


they ty, 
I h 
ibis bis Mob Oran, &c. 


a= 45- 
Lock. What Gucdgeons are we Men ! 
Ev'ry Woman's eaſy Prey; 


Though we have felt the Hook. - again 
We bite. and they betray. - 
The Bird that bath q\ +4 


When he hears his calling Mace, 
Te her he flies, again he's clape 


Within the wiry Grace. 


AIR 46. «A Shepherd hept Sheep, Kc. 


Trapes. In the Days of my Youth I could b'll | 
2 Dove, fe, /a, la, &c. 


r 


Like «Spare a al Times wa ready for Love, 
Tie Life an nd in bing dne | 


* hile we're youn hen ule Lp #6 
the Glaſs, fa, ls, 


AIR 47. One Evening, baving lo my Way,, Ee. | 


Lucy. I'm like a Skif on the Oceana tot, 
Now high, now low, with each Bifow 


Wit ber Rudder broke, and her Anchor 
. "> '— 
n 
1 —— 
AIR 48. W — 989338 


— PR | 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, no dA 

The good Huſband, as meck a3 2 Lamb. | 

Her Vapours to fill, 

Firſt grads her Will, 


__— poor 


k OLA AIR 49. Belly Bell. 


Poll. A Curſe ayends that Women's Love, = 
; e 


N 


Lucy.. | 


The Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like Tickling, is but teating. 

What then in Love can Woman do ? 

- MH we grow foud they ſhun us. 

Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue : 

Lacy. But leave us when they've won us. 


Alk 50. Weuld Fate to me Belinda give. 
8 Who court by turns all Woman- kind; 


 . And we grant all their Hearts deſir d, 
" When they are flatter d, and admit d. 


C AIR 51. Came, feet Loſi. 


Tacy, Coma, ſweet Laſs, N 
. Let's baniſh Sorrow z 

Tin To-morrow 
Come, ſweet Laſe, 

Let's take a chirping 
Wine can clear 
The Vapours of Deſpair, , 

And mike as light as Air; 
Thea drink, and boni Care. 


Boll. Hither, dear Huſband, turn your Eyes. 
Lacy. Nes one Glance to cheer me. 
Pell. Think, with that Look thy Pb h dies. 
Lucy, O ſhun me not—— but ben me. 
Polly. "Tis Poliy ſutes. 


* 1 
- 9 


2 0 „ Hm 


AIR 5a. The left time 1 went Ver the ler. 


Pulp. Ts thus tae Love required ? 
— too breaks. 1 
Lacy, Mp 1— 


Polly. ——Mok I be fighted? 


' AIR 53. Tom Tinker's my True-{ove. 
Mach. Which way ſhall I turn me—How can 1 
Wives the Day of our Death, are a. fond as @ | 
— for molt Hulbaady ws bear,* 
But two at a Time there's no Mortal can bear ; 


This way, and that way, and which way I will, 


AIR 54 1 am a poor Shepherd alone. 


The Jug er 


or death iv a Debt, 
: — 6 take what I c 
1 my Love—Dear & me 


— betzr for you. 


* 12 ] a 
AR 64. Therewas «n old Woman. 


So I drink off this 
- Rand the Teſt, 


now I c 


AIR 65. Did you ever bear of a gallant Sailor 


But can I leave wy pretty Huſſeys, 
* ape Thins of acer Be © 


4 Why ov wr bps fl owing 


Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſſes | 
Recall my muſt I die! 


AIR 67. Green Sheves. | | 
l 


W ai Beiwes, 
IT o curb Vice in others, as well as in me, 

. 11 » - 
Tyburn Tree! ; ( 
Bur Ge from Law cas take out the Sting 
And if rich Men like us were to ſwing, 
 *Twou'd thin the Land, — Numbers t 


Uns F,vara Tree! 


. AIR 68. Hil yes that muff take Leap, &c. 


Would I wight be hang d! 
And I would fo too ! 
Lucy. To be hanged ed with you. | 


' * 


. 


Tt 233 1 

Bach. O leave me to Thought ! I fear ! I doubt! 
I tremble! | droop dee my Courage | is OL 
Lucy. No Token of L Love ? | 

Polly. + — — Adieu. 

Lacy. — — — 

Ma. But hark ! I hear the Toll of the Bell. : 
Gen.. Tol de rel lol, &c. | 


'AIR 69. Lumps of Pudding, &c. 


Macheath. 
Thus 1 fand like the Turk, with his Dozies 
around; 


From all Sides their Gtances his Paſſion confound 

For wn Brown, and Fair bis Incuntiancy 
ns, 

And the different Beauties fabdue him by turns; 

Each calls forth her Charms to provoke his Detires, 

Though willing to ail, with but one he retires. 


RF 


The Wretch of To-day may be happy To-moriow, | 
. Cherus. But chink of * Ee. 


SONG 
. 


De additional SONGS ore mar lud thy: * 


Night bas bens 3 

Venus now wakes, and _—_— 
Come, let us our rites 
Tu only day-light that makes fin. 


SONG 3. Firſt Bacchanal. 


From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet variety ; 
By turns we driak, — ad fo 
Love for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul? 
No dull fligting hour we own: 
Pleaſure courts our time alone.. 


SONG 5. Firſt Baccbanal 


By the circling | 
weed RS. 4 
By the hollow caſk ace told, 

How the waining night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day. 
Drives us from our Pn Am play, 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care, "twas made for you. 


SONG. 6. Fupbrofue, 


Sweet Echo, ſweeteſt nywph, thee kr ' vaſcen 
n 


flow Meander's 


7 Nightly to thee her ſad fo 
Canſt thou not tell me of a 
Nareifſus 
4 if 1 
id them in ſome flowery cave, 
Tell me but where, —— - 


Sweet of parly, of 4 
*. 


3 
The bowl's frolick joys let e 


Aud the in return yield the taptures ad | 


[197 ] | 
Without love and wine, wit and beauty are Vain, 
All grandevr infipid, and riches u pain, 

The moſt ſp'endid palace grows dark az the grave; 
Love and wine give, ye gods! or take back what: 
ye gave. 

Chorus.” Away, away, away. 
To Comus' court tepair ; 
There night out-ſhiges the day. 

There yields the melting fair. 


be los | 
80 NG 8. Aerial Stirit. 


BEST of Joys the ſpoileſ⸗ mind can know ! Y 
To taſte its own fecure deligut; 
Joys which Hill from Virtue flow, 

Radiant ſource of pleaſures bright. | 
"Tis hers, when dangers wild and fears alarm, 
To ſpread a ſun Haine o er the breaſt ; 
Safe from perils, ſafe from barms, * 
Virtue inn a peaceſyl e. 


SONG g. Fexale Bacchanab: 


Fame's an Echo, 12 

An empty, airy, glictring bubble ; 

A breath can > doverd wan Gable; 
F 


Why then, why ſuch toil and pain 
Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain ꝰ 
Like her fiſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt he's oft unkind, 
And the worſt her favour find. 


1 


| 1 158 1 
80 10. Eupbrojne. 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air ? | 
To you fragrant bower repair, . 
ns 1 gots bog, 
The wantling vine will you. 
Down each ſide a fountain flows, 
Tiakling, murm'ring, as it goes 


All alone——and in her arms 

Your breaſt may beat to Love's alarms, 

Till bleſs'd, and bleffing, you ſhall own 
The joys of Love are joys alone. 


SONG 11. | 


Live, and love, enjoy the fair, 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 
| Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
| Age has had his ſhare of play, 


But youth's ſpot begias to-day. 


From 
From the fries 
of ce delight 
ſcare- crow virtue Mmghe, 
_ 


H 
ove, li — 4 from 
airy» 7 — K 
Rove, iſe inte, — 


Cn 
0 
kus. Aw 
T aways away, 
C 
ouus cou 
rt 
re 
pair ; 
8 


There out- ſhines 

There 
yeelds the 
2 


« 
80 
NG 12. 
Aerial 
Spirit. 


| 
— | 
Rich are the treaſures, 


7 


i ——— 


* 
80 
NG 13 
„ Second 
Bacchenal. 


Come 
| Onthe gh nal 
the 
light fam 
1 


' 


Come, come, bid adieu to fear, 


w Www, = ww wmW.,zsg ft >” Wa 


All the woes you need to fear; 
Love and harmony reign here. 


 RECITATIV Q. N Men. 


wed = 


4 


| A BALLAD. N=. 


Along the margin of each ſtream, 
"Deas corfcious ſcenes of former love, 
. I mourn, and Dames is my theme 


Now to the meſſy cove I fly, 
22 1 
Well pleas £ browſing goats to * 
As o'er the airy ſeep they hung, N 
The moſſy cave, the gouts remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vim 


. k 3 1 
SONG ao. Awial Spirle 


1 
Nor wich (Gains 3 in e = 
Will true pleaſure long refide. 


On awful virtue's hill ſublime, | 
Eatbroned fits th* immortal fair ; 


Who wins her height, 7 


— did Jove ondain, 


SONG at. __ _—_— 


Preach not to me your muſty rules, 
Ye drones that mould inidle cell : 

The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
Ba 4 


Yo Fa, ado Prada ha, cal, ad 


grove, | 
Tri it — by Love 
Sly mne OMUS gy our, 
jy Aol is races mentures ſhew vazious ſport. 


FF 


Ld 
= 


and gayer, ye ſtringe, ſound 
rere — 
Now, „ ll 


Apia with quick feet the ground Feat, bent, bext. 
RECITATIVO. Aerial Spirit. 


Sani far, 
| R 
In 
rr amber - d hair 
< town of ty amber Song Pf, | 
Goddefs of rhe filver lake, - | 
Liſten and fave. - 


DUETTO Antal vis nnd Tabrine, 
"SEFTRCE . i | 


Pepe pow'r, © 
bes 21. 


'* OhF haſte to aid © 
TV ip. 


Few SABRIN; 


We urge our 


"=== 
Thick rcd 282. 
Of Tarkey blue® axis 
the channel ffrays; 


I] fer my 
. 
That bends not as | tread ; 
r . 


A eirAr iv TORT 
Goddeſs dear, 


J. implore thy powerful hand 
! To ent he charmed beoc, | 


. 
"SABRINA. 
My throne I leaves 
The fair to ſave, 


From fatal harmb 
Aud magic charms. 


BOTH. 
nn 


To ſuccour, 
And aid diſtrefs. 


0 


and the her . 


the anure theen 
em'rald green, 


3 
pt ĩntleſa feet, 
. 


RECITATEY O. Sabrize. 
„ wy ei beſt 


£ 


Ha 

1 11 
E 
j 
1 


7 


h loſt its hold 
, ere morping hour . 


Amphicrite's bower. 


27 
17 
5 


Cn 


7. 


Cronvs. 


virwe, you may cl 
Tought by ele, you any 
Or, if virtue u were, - 
mn ſtoop to hear. 
as * 
*SONG 29 Aerial Spirit. 


What heart but owns fair virtue's pow'r 
Chearing till each dark diſtreſs; 

She wings with the mortal hour, 
And crowns our wiſhes with ſucceſs. 


oicn. FeJRICe, tejoce, 3 
* E . „ > x 
Vice in conſuſion flies, 


'JY 


| HS | = | | 
. 


© 3 I 7 


AIRS. 


1 N by 


Balmy cordial, proſpe&t bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Kind deceiver, ſſatter till 
Deal noe pleaſures uapoffeſt: 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
Aud in withes make we dle _ 


LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 


N 

AIR 2 
e 
cee nad aeg, | 
Now fordled. now ud, 


Ck of a dog. 
Permin — 2 
"Tis leading 


or ame, you aher! | 
— « 
EIN. 


Rf. 


* f 

To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain ts ſhill applies; 
Nought can ford the heart a cure, 


„ 05 <pen. 


1 Mead a a eee 
Sone huwile cottage fwoin : 
In fair Rofſettz's fight to feed 

My d vpor the. plain; 
What bliGhes I bees bots to taſte, 
1 2 3 — es nc 

e envious powers lh vr ye 
| 6 


AIR "Hy 


PLE OY ab, tell me wh 

dan pou wile 7 
 —_— not bea 5 
| To ap eaſe reftore, 
= G INETAS mo ennoe.. 


| 41 A 
＋ Mead. 2 


flame [ try. 
S 


1 


1 

AIR 8. | 
; bl 

een Tess wen » jolly millet ance); 

, Liv'd on the river Dee ; | 

He work'd, and ſung, from morn till ni 
No latk more blyth than he ; 


And anne 
For ever us'd to be, 


Let ones and preat : 
Mel” he mbi# of their fare; 
bg aaa 
Well, who cares a jet, 

] envy them not it, 
„- 


For „ air, 
To the fed repair, 
With ſpirits unclonded and lights - 
The bliſſes I find, 8 * 
No ſtings leave behind, * 
r | 


AIR 10. 
IIa e Sons 
Need mehr . act al 
290 


IT 
The that would make us grave, 


Is but an empty thing ; 
What more than mirth would mortals have? 


I know the fall lengek. of my tether ; 
Do you think Fm = fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ; 


I can ſpell you aud pur you geber 


— 
a 


„ „ 
„ 


n 


* Foorwan. «+. 
Behold | « blade, who kno wel . 
_ CO 


chambers. hall, and en} & — 
And what tho' — now appear, * 
ee ſcry'd the beſt of genwy- 


pon © -. 


| 23 | 
A footman would you have, 
I can dreſs, comb, and ſhave ; 
For | handy lad am, 
' Ons 1 can go, 
5 And fp a billetdenux, 
With your humble ſervant, madam. 
a Coormaid. 


_— 


crols, 
For plain wholeſome diſhes Pm rr at a loſs: 
And batte your ſoups, your ragouts, and your 


| Compar'd i» old Eanglilihcoot beef. 


Cantz. | 

If you want a young man, with « true honeſt 

Who knows how tw menage s plough and © 
cart, 

Here's one for your purpoſe, come take me and 


try: 
r 
Ge ko, Dobbin, Er 


8 CHORUS. 

My maſters an miſtredſes, hicher „ 

aw want you 

Mea and maids fe for all forts of facions | 
there be ; 

And, as for the wages, we fan" difogee. 

| ACT; 


_"_— 


= 
RJ 4 - 


ba. 


ACT . 


AIR 25. 


E women like weak Tadians trade. 
Whole judgment tiaſel be deco 
Dupes to our folly we ate 
While artſul mas the goin enjoy3. 


We give our tzeafure to be paid, 


: DP poor i. . 
AIR 36. | 


Think, my faireſt, how delay 
Dang ofs, moment bring 
Time fies fwikt, — will _ 


Than i hell be louder of ages | 
| Þ.D.A 


] 


and'] held her faſt; 
gg end baul'd. 


(qtent'd 


AIR 18. [Woxdcock.] 
When I fallow'd a laſs that was froward and 


When bu 
She 


thy, 


Oh! I fiuck to her tuff, til 1 made her com- 
be 


1 


— foi all ceaſe 16 ſpread ith Fghe, 
glue Ariel gage 


And fair creation fink; in 


When | my dear deceive. | 


| AIR . 


Y. Mead. In vain, I ev'ry art effay, 

To the venom' d ſhaft away 

That wrankles in my heart; 
Deep in the centre h d, nnd bound, 

My efforts but the wound, 


A1lR 2a; 


pen 


; Be gone———}; 8 0 
_ From —— 2h & 'Þ 
Already the matter os ee 
T. A Yet let ue nm en 
Of the fates that 


MW 
: Ae hard ts ber bome. 
Rof. When things are bur fic, 

ke? We ſhould calmly fubmit : 34 
Wo cure in miudtance we had, © 
T. Mead. ' Then thus I obey, | H 
|: "0 ; Teas your image awey... 4 - 


1 
4774 


11 
AIR 23. 

how fhall I, in language weak, 
Oy onjent pollen well 


Or form my falt ting tongue to ſpeak 
That word, farewel ! 


Aud ſhow's you my faith deceive j 
* Ruin fick, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart odd break. 


ATR 25. [Hawthorn] 


— ne 9 top and 10 kile? 


Mace————— 


| Would do the fame thing, were they is the & 
No age, 


no profeſſion, no; ffation is free; + 
To ſorerciga drang mankind bends the ee: | 
That refiſtleſs no fireagth can 


wo nn 17 2.3 


Oons ! —_—— - trifle like]. 


Tg] 
AIR 26. [Howebern] | 
My Dolly was the faireſt thing 
Her breath viſclos 122 ſpring a 
And if for ſummer you wou'd ſeek, 


"Twas painted in her eye, her cheek. 
Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type : 
But, when wy tender tale I told. " 
I found her heart was winter cold. 


AIR 27. [Hedge] 


Was ever poor fellow fo d with a * 
Zawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but 

| what I ſay? 

You have choſe a wrong perſon for playing your 

So pack — 1 

your 
You'd better be 
And not breed a riot ; 


F ˖˙ ˙ * 1 


| | Pre get other watters to wind ; "a; 
I May hap yon may think me an aſs ; 
| But to the you ii find ; 
A fine pigce of work by the maſs! 


AIR 28. [&f] 


8 
= —— s. 
 . Since clone as well can «tt the rake, 


' As thoſe in higher f. 
in higher ſphere. 


{ 160 ] 

Where then to ſhun a ſhameful fate, (i 
Shall hapleſs beauty gu? 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry itate, 

Poor woman finds a foe! 


AIR 29. [Marg.] 
Ri _ w er 0 
Rut 10 town in the waggon next week ; 
A ſervice in Londen i no fach diſgrace, 
Regitter's office wi me a place ; 

* rie " i 
; Folks py filks, the's no® ſtanding 2m 
| Then why ſhou' d not I the fame maxim purſue ? 
And beiter my fortune us other girls do. | 


AIX 30. [Ref] =_ ” 


In love ſhould there meet a fond pair 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art; | 
Whole wiſhes are warm and fincere, 1 

„ Whoſe words are th expreſs of the. 1 
heart : 1 / 


IF anght of fabltantialdelight, * 


| On this fide the ſtars can be found 7 1 
u fure when that unite, 
1 Auna Cupid by H | 10 - A. 
; a Oy” F 


. "I oy * 
* vol * 8 * *\ -4 


hs bs tins tons Ts rs by oy: wu XI ff 


1 


„ AIR 31. [Howeth] * 


Well, come, let us hear what the ſwain muſt 


| poſſeſs, 
eg to implore with ſuc- 
| 


$ 

R-f. He muſt be firſt of all, "I 
Straight, comely and tall ; | 

Lacin. Neither nukward, 

Ref. Nor fooliſh ; 

Lacin. Nor apiſh, 

Refſ. Nor muliſh: 4 

. Nor yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall | © 


Heweb. Whatthink'ſt of « captain ? 
Lein. All bluſter and wounds! 
Hewth, What tbiak & of « ſquire ? 
| Ry. To be len for his bounds. 
The youth that is form'd to my mind, 
| Laciz. Mof be geatle, obliging nnd Lind ; | 
| Of all things in nature love me, | 
1} Ref Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to ſee— 
Tes ſometimes be filent and blind. 
l. Fore a moſt rare watrimoii 
4} Rs. Obſerve it ye fair in the choice of a 
r = 


ACT 


-- j * * P — 1 
w// ˙ > 2227. — A 


„ Lo 


ACT m. 
AIR 32 [Hawth.] 


HE world is a well furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſcuoully ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 

And ſcramble for what we cag get. 


to the ſoul convey ; 
ſa ſuperior worth. | 
chance nor gives, nor takes Sway. 


warm, by nature bright; 
flames, be nobly glows, 
needs the aid of borrow d light. 


sf ©. 8 | 


AIR 34 [Af] 


If ever s fond incliantion, | 
„ 
1 
the ſoft * mn my 
On where, where would you fly me. 
r DD 
when wy lover was by me, 
hag con'd I, refuſe bie requeſt ? 


— * 
What te (peks them we ol 


2. 47 on 


If ever I'm catch'd in thoſe 


Y% 


That fared confyne en in ts 
May 1 ne'et know thwfoects of 4 bunter es- 
| Nay more, wo chew hg to, — my fin, 
| Clopmenp Tier makers oo, ates 


> And ee me for rwo-pence a e 


Ab H now 1 fee if 
Bur here [ | 


7 


A a A 5 <* 


"a 1K 8 


IN 5 
non As and SALLY. | 
. PART I 


* 


Al 1 SQUIRE 


I 16 ] 
ESSE” 


Let's flrew the way over with 


RECITATIVE. 1851 


In vain I ſtrĩve my ſorrows to amuſe ; 
Stubborn they are, and all relief refuſe : 


What med'cine ſhall I fly to, or what art ? 
Tenne | 


AIR 2. 


My former time bow briſk, how gay! 
Oh ! blich 1 was, as blith could be ; 


But now I'm fad, ah, well-o-day ! 
2 as an. cot 


all their arts are loſt on me; 
For I to can love but 


And be, ales! is gope to Ks. | 
As honp the Bol OR ny 


As mourns the dove its abſent the ; 
So will I droop, fo will 1 mourn, 


mm 
AIR 3. „ 
rr 


ER 


7 


lng 


p77 va 


— 


OI 


c 106 1 
Let's copy the bird in the 
By hers tune your pipe when tis low 3 
Fly round, and coquet it ns ſhe does, 
And never fit crying —heigho. 


Though when in the arms of a lover, 


It I I know ; 
Thate're all our toying is over, 


We cannot help cryiag—beigho, 


AIR 4 a 

Were I as poor as wretch can be, 

Az great as any monarch, be, 
Fre on ſueh terms Fd mount his throne, 
Grant me, ye pow” rs, I aſk not wealth, 
Ah! what is graedeur link'd to vice 
"Tis ooly virtus gives it price. 


| Trartled, 1 rambled, I langh'd, and where cer 
A'kddle was heard, —to be fare I was there, 


} 


[ 19 ] | 
To all that came near I had ſomething to ſey ©. 
T was this, Sir—and that, dit but ſcarce ever 
And Sunday drefs#d out in my filks and my lace, 
I] warrant 1 ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well, reit him ; we all are as god as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, be'd quarrel tor ſiraws, : 
And jealous—tho' truly I gaye him ſome cauſe... 


1 me. nd Ew mr, butler me | 
ve a tongue, and | paid him. hizown. 
Mone en (lor, wi hes ee 
Stand firm to our charter and have the laſt word. 


though unable to dence 3 | 
And books of devotion laid by on my elt, 
] teach that to others, Tone did myſelf. _ 


. nt © 
'$QU IRE AIX G. 7-4 


— WY 


SQUIRE AIR „ 


When late I wender d Ger the plain, 
nph to aympb, | trove in vain, 


y 
Y 


d 
If 6 


ſheuld fs 
Seger E., belſeve we, J ſoqrs the 4, | 


But bow, l me kow, I ſhawld 


: - 41 9 
* * * N r 
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 RECITATIVE...-., 
boys, avaſt, all dands on ſhore. | 
 whas Gees? Qld U . 


To think 
Out. 


+ S 


In old r 
Your hands, my brave comrades, b. lo a. what 


„ — 
Thoſe 1 blades thought to fears vs 


And ets cad meet. 
there, avaſt, were plaguily out, 
We have fic'd them, and peppet d them too. 


RG EE RIOT 


2 — foes do you right 3 
arcane 
never be pet in a fright. 

You've fhun ——— 

—— — | 

And let all your 1 


* o 


Now long live the king. way be e 
Of nopomer, as afraid: 
compnſs diſple/ d. 


* At all points of the | Ads 
Steady, ſteady, may „ 
No ignorant pilots e'er fit a2 her held. 
All you who would wiſh 19 ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair u to be done; | 
For if yen Rand fonlifh, ad oy, like nn als, 
You'll dude her, = face as « gun. 2 2 


; i | 
„% ©: 3 
SQUIRE. 


She'll tell you the hates 
But mum ſhe's as 


Fk 1 1 
SQUIRE. | 
RECITATIVE, 


et « whike 9 hide we from ber ih. 
AIR re, SALLY. 


firs grand wy hve. 


—— 
———— 
of el, 


'And turn each 
And you his ſous, 
Oh! — me ns 
UTI CESS es 
EEE = 
Tees, fmooch — af the 


„ 


4 


2 


eee een 
From blaſts ſecure, nod haſte harms 3 
My failor views his native ere. 
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1 THOMAS. 


Fer this the ſailor, on the mail, 
' { Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
* {And braves the fury of the fight. 


SALLY. 


